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SCOTS and ENGLISH. 


| Eris run Dapica rox v.— 7 the Rev. Dr. 
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Wurx. in the halcyon days of Greece and 
'Vanumber'd vot'ries knelt at Pallas ſhrine, 

| Deep draughts were drunk of the Pierian ſpring, 
And bards immortal did her triumphs fing : 

The Goddeſs, anxious to extend her ſway, 

To Scotia's favour'd iſland wing d ber way, | 
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Diſpell'd the gloom that overſpread the land, 
And dealt her honours with a gen'rous hand, 
Caus'd Freedom's ſons to catch the lambent flame, 
And rais'd a B*******# to record her fame, 
Saw, with ſurpriſe, in him united ſhine, 

The Moraliſt, Philoſopher, Divine 

The ſacred ſiſters mark'd his growing worth, 

. And bleſs'd the Ile that gave ſuch greatneſs birth 
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| Hail, fav'rite of the Muſee follring care ! 
Whoſe flowing meaſures ev'ry virtue ſhare ; 
Thy ſoaring genius, lofty and ſublime, 

Defies the waſte and cank'ring touch of Time; 
And all the beauties of Creation ſung : 

Eager to ſcatter, with a hand profuſe, 

Thy pious ſentiments, and lib'ral views, 

Like Milton and Meonidcs *, which ſhone, 

Or him 4 that made Meonides our own.— 

See Ignorance and Error diſtant ſpread, 

And Youth look up to thee with revrent dread. 
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VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 


Amid th aftoniſt'd—the admiring throng, 
Invokes no Muſe to throw ber mantle der, 
Or fire his fancy with her myſtic lore; 
| But heath thy auſpices attempts to raiſe, 
In variegated notes, his artleſs lays. 

Deign to afford thy patroniſing aid ! 

Then the? the ſhafts of Malice be diſplay'd,. 
He'll mount ſuperior to their ev'ry ſting, . 
And with redoubled animation fing !: 
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THOUGHTS on MAN. 
In Three CaxTos. 


CANTO 1 


ſcent? 


Inquiries theſe, important unto Man, — 

To Man, whoſe faculties and pow'rs of ſoul 
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4 POEMS os 
Is calculated for the noble end 

Of contemplation on futurity. 
What art thou, then ?—thov, who ſuch pow'rs. 
Such faculties, ſuch talents doſt poſſeſs !1— —- 
A worm of carth.—Strange thought! chat in a wore. 
Such greatneſs ſhould be found !—But ſurely not- 
In Man, as earth-born, do theſe pow'rs reſide ; 
From earth no ſuch perfections c'er can riſe.— 
No.— For in Man a double nature is.— 

Man is a paradox.—A child of Ben- n, 
Tho? ſprung of dt! An heir of /ife divine, 
Altho* deaths victim ! Tho' immers'd in earth, | 
Heav'n's favourite! Tho' bounded by a ſpan, = 
Poſſeſſor of a vaſt eternity ! 

Man is what may both humble and exalt, 
Reſtrain and elevate his mind and views —- 

As he is rational, a fpark divine, 

The breath of God, and made for heav'aly bliſs, 
He is an object of reſpect and awe : 
But, ah! how vaniſh all thoſe pleaſing views, 
Thoſe bright ideas, when the thought recurs, 
That he is S’, that this lovely form, 


Deſign'd 
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Deſign'd and fram'd for nobleſt ends, has marr'd, 

Deform'd and vilify'd its beauty fair, . 

And, ſecking falſe and empty greatneſs, run 

Precipitately downward into woe. 

From whence the een Man, ths doubly 
Usenet of his heppineh and tnd, 

| Should loſe himſelf, his duty, and his God ?— 
From his undue connection with the earth, 

Whoſe grofſer objedts ſtrike the wand ring mind,, 

And, while they ſtrike, blindfold, and captivate, . 

In darkneſs deep, its higheſt, nobleſt pow'rs. 

| But is not earth Man's ally ?—why not then 

With it hold correſpondence — Is not Man 

With it connected as his firſt, laſt end ?— 

| Sprung from it, and returning there again 7 

True.——Man is duſt, and ſhall to duſt return; 

Rais'd from the earth, in it again to lie,; 

As to preclude Heav'n's high prerogative. 

Earth claims of Man the gre and outward part, 

A3. But 
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But heav'n the inward, noble, and divine. 

From earth Man takes his outward form and male, 
In common with the brute; but, from above, 
His inward faculties and powr”s of ſoul, 

Which angel-natures emulate. In fine, 
Earth gives to Man what's in him that can wie ; 
Heav'n what is durable, and lives for ever. | 
Thus all Earth's claims on Man, tho' loud and ftrong, 


Tho' forcible and clamant, are repell'd, 

At beſt, but meaner, ſecondary things; 
While Man as Heav'n's deſcendant is declar'd;* 
And ſhewn as Heav'n's triumph.— 


| ———Hail} O Man! 

Thou branch of Heav'n ! Offipring celeſtial ! hab! 
By the great God of Nature; in thy ſoul 

Some beams of whoſe bright image ſtill ſhine forth, 

Tho? ſhaded oer with guilt ; and thro the depth 

Of nat ral and acquir'd pollution, dart 

A ray of light, celeſtial and divine, 

High is thy pedigree: if equal are 

Thy aims, thy motives, and thy future hopes, 

Then bleſt, thrice bleſt and happy then art thou- 

; CANTO 


CANTO IL 


QAT then, what are thy aims ? what thy purſuits? 
What end propoſeſt thou thyſelf to gain? 

Pleaſure and happineſs ; thoſe goods ſupreme ; . 

Purſuits extenſive as the race of Man; 

Antient as time, and laſting as the world. 

They are.— Lea, nor to time, nor earth, nor Man 

Are theſe confin'd ; *ere time or Man was, theſe 

In higheſt hcavens dwelt. and when this earth 

Theſe ſhall continue ſtill as the ſolace 

Of God himſelf, and godlike ſp'rits for ever. 

And are by all men ſought :— tho', ah ! but few 

Know how t attain them ;—ſome in gaudy ſhow 

And ſhining glitter; ſome in honour, wealth, 

Fame or repute, think happineſs to find :— 

Forgetful of its nature and its worth, 

| They hope to meet it wrapt in empty air, 

And while delufive Fancy paints it near, 

Graſp at the phantom, and are cheated ſtill. 

, Decciond 
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Deceived by the fancied airy ſmile 
Of flatering Time's ftill promis'd joys ; and more 
By Guilt's deception preying on the mind, 
And hope ev'n *gainſt experience to be bleſt. 
From hence it. comes, that vice and folly are - 

So fondly cheriſh'd, and ſo cloſe purſu'd ; 

And think this earth their home ; that they run on 
Thro' the deceitful, winding paths of guilt, 
Tin, tumbling o'er the precipice of death, 
They plunge down headlong in a gulf of woe! © | 


| © But happy they, the happieſt of their kind,“ 
| Whoſe hopes of bliſs are rais'd to climes above; 
Who, not content with earth's polluted ſtream, , 
Trace to the fountain-head of beav'nly joy, 
With bliſs unbounded, permanent, and ſure. 
Such is the pleaſure for which Man was made; 
Inferior natures may, indeed, in earth, 

All they dere, and all they look for, gain; 
But Man, for noblcr purpoſes defign'd, 
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VARIOUS SUBJECTS. „ 
Th' ambition of whoſe nature tis to ſoar | 
Above earth's orb, and ev'n unknown to ſelf, 
Thoꝰ ſtifl'd by groſs paſſions, to aſpire 

After enjoyments more refin'd and pure; 

Than earth affords ; ev'n like his ſoul, immortal; 
Can never in the ſcanty. joys of ſenſe, 

The tranſient pleaſures of a paſſing world, 

Tho' ſtretch'd as far as may. be, find content 3 

But in the midſt of their enjoyment, Mill. 

His heart pants after ſomething yet unknown, 
VUntaſted, unerperienc'd, and unſeen. 


What then is this—which not in all the joys 
Of time, and earch, and ſenſe, is to be found, 
And yet for which Man undefign'dly ſecks, 
Graſps at, and hopes for ſtill, tho? ſtill unkno 
What elſe but God ?—In him alone there dweſts 


The endleſs cravings, and immenſe deſires, 

Which ever harbour in the mind of Man. 

Tis from a ſecret conſciouſneſs of this, 

That Man, as *rwere by. inſtinct, ſeeks for God 3. 
Althot” 
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Altho' not knowing 'tis for him he ſecks, 
Nor how t attain him, he in ſenſe rolls on, 
And thinks that more of earth his mind will cafe. — 


But not ſo thoſe, who, while they ſeek for God, 
As their ſole happineſs, ſeck him in heav'n; = 
Forſake the earth, as knowing tis not there 
That they can meet him, or partake his joy ; 
And, breaking thro' the bounds of ſenſe, in faith, 
Afcend, and prove the ſweets of beav'nly bliſs. 
'Tis this that makes men willingly forſake 
Time's pleaſures and enjoyments ; ſpurn the world, 
And all its glitr ring ſhadows; and aloft 
Soar towards heav'n, and its ſublimer things; 
Things which ere long they hope themſelves to 
w 
When time, and earth, and ell their joys are loſt, 
And ſwallow'd up in dread eternity ! 


— 
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CANTO m. 


TIES | ame ne! 
The date and period of Heav'n's high decree ! 

The final iflue both of time and Man! 

For what is time ?—Only that little part 

Of great eternity's extenſive orb 

Which rolls within our view) which when 'tis gone, 

Is known no more—no more beheld for ever ? 

And what are men ? but combatants expos'd 

On earth, as in a circus, there to run, 

And fight, and wreſile for the prize of life, 

With which eternity the victors crowns. 

As th' antient racer on Olympic ground, 

Enx'lous, with paſſing ſpeed, to reach the goal, 

And finiſh all his labour, in his eye, 

The hon'rous wreath with eager view retains : 

Or as ſome mariner, long while detain'd, 
"I 

Beholds at diſtance the fair port in view, 

Where he expects to harbour ſoon in peace: 


80 
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Soto the eye of wiſhful Man appears 
Eternity, replete with all the bliſd 
Which he has hop'd and long'd for, as the end 

Of all his toil and ſuffering, the crown | 
Of his endeavours, and the bright reward 

Or his enduring combats, grief, and woe. 
Eternity is thus in all men's view ; 

But not alike to all: to dif rent men 

Moſt diff rent does its aſpect ſeem. Tho all 
Attain this goal, and reach this deſtin'd port, 

Yet only thoſe who lawfully have run, 

Do cer obtain ; and thoſe whoſe dealings juſt 

High Heav'n approves, alone, as righteous, 

Can in this harbour land with hope of peace. 
Or rigorous be deem'd : if ſpite of laws 

By Heav'n promulg'd, ſome boldly will preſume 

To graſp at happineſs tho' won by crimes, 

And gaining arrogance by Heav'n's delay 

Of threaten'd vengeance on rebelling ſorts, 

Dare ev'a Omnipotence to thwart their ſchethes : 
"Tis right, *tis proper they ſhould know, that He 
Who dwells an high, will vindicate his laws, 


VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 3 


And that they ev'n when higheſt in their pride, 
Are yet ſubjected to His higher hand, 
Who holds of Nature th' undivided ſway. 

But mark bow different the lot of thoſe, 
Whoſe peace is made, and hopes are fix d in heav'n: 
Theſe view eternity itſelf, and all 
Its nobler pleaſures, and ſublime delights, 
As their poſſcflion ; ſuch with joy bchold 
Eternity diſcloſing to their view, 
A kingdom pure and incerruptible, | 
And bliſs immortal, fading not away; 
While God himſelf, the King and Lord, invites, 

I With kind complacence, and alluring love, | 
To the enjoyment.—But, can words deſcribe, 
Or language paim the extaſies of joy 
Which burſt upon the ſoul in copious floods, 
At ent'rirlg thoſe bleſt regions ! or make known 
The rapturous ſenſations which it feels 
At launching out into the realms of day, 
Where all is viſion, all fruition, and 
The rays of bliſs and glory 1—No ; all ſpeech _ 

"M0 On 
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On ſach a ſubjeR fails But to conceive 

Of theſe great objedts, bafiles human pow'rs, 

And it alone, can theſe eternal things 

Fully unfold !—Ariſe, then, O my foul ! 

Riſe to eternity !—caſt time aſide | 

Soar up to heav'n, and ſee the glorics there, 

By grace diſpens'd to favour'd ſons of men 

The' guilty, eh to thee ! And while thou art 
With love, and joy, and holy wonder filf'd, 

In ſongs, and deeds of gratitude extol 

His name, whoſe boundleſs goodneſs ſhines in all; 
Who gives to Man, tho' fall'n from former bliſs, 
Thoſe hopes and joys which lift him yet to heav'n. 


5 by, "= 
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CONSCIENCE. 2 Por. 


What Conſcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do; 

This teach me more than hell to ſhun, 
That more than heav'n purſue. £ 


Porr: 


Wines the great Almighty forming hand: 
| The grand Progenitor of Man appear d. 

The glorious workmanſhip was all complete, 
The perfect image of its Source divine. 
Fit to inhabit Epan's happy plains,, 
Where all was pleaſure, gaiety, and love, 
| Where Nature triumph'd in her priſtine charms,, 
To hail with chearfulneſs-ber new-come gueſt. 
Then, with majeſtic dignity of ſoul, | 
Man reign'd the ſov'reign lord of all below, 
The animal creation own'd his ſway, 
And with reſpe&tful homage took their names. 
Ambition, vanity, and tos ing pride, 
Had not aflum'd their domineering pow'r, 

| B 2 Or: 
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Or found an avenue into his heart, — 

For all within was peaceful and ſerene; 

The ſofter emanations of the mind, 
Exhibited to view celeſtial bliſs, | 
Untainted by the balcfut arts of Vice, 
Stemming the tranquil current of his thoughts : 
Sweet Innocence diffus d her gladd'uing rays, 
I 
With gratitude to uſe his bountcous gifts, 

And roam at large throughout unrivall'd joy. 


But ſoon, alas! a ſad reverſe took place 
Man wiſh'd for wiſdom ſpite of Heav'a's decree ! 
And the dread threatening by Heav'n promulg'd, | 
Te day thou eateft, thou ſhalt furely die,” 

Tho' meant to guard from bold Preſumption's guilt, 
Had not th' effect on his aſpiring views, | 
His terror to excite, or quench that thirſt 
Immoderate, that led him to rebel ! | 
Prone to acquire the knowledge of the gods, 
Eager to emulate ſuperior {p'rits, 
| And good and evil develope like them, 
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He liſten'd to the Tempter's ſoothing tale, 


Fell the dire ſacrifice to ev'ry ill, 


And miſery and guilt diffus d around! 


Alas! too fure thou gam dit thy forward aim! 
The evil thou wouldſt needs attempt to ſcan, 
Moſt fatally fulfill'd thy ſanguine hope]! 

And the loſt gend, by ent'ring ill expell'd, 
Flow from a pungent ſenſe of love abus'd, - 
And by contrition, which alone is left, 
Seek to avoid the conſequence of guilt. . 
Vain Man! thou ſought'f for happineſs, yet graſp di 
Inſtead,' an airy phantom of the brain, 
The ignus fatuns of a ſordid mind ! | 
Her quick the change, how deſperate the fall ! 
To-day, in ſocial converſe with thy God, 
To-morrow, eager to clude his ſearch ! 
Au., where art thou!” ſent from God to rouſe 
The crring mortal, ſtruck with dreadful pow'e 

B. 3 Thro? * 
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Thro' ev'ry feeling of thy mental frame, 

And (fil'd with ſhame, confufion, and diſmay, 

Con victionꝰs arrows darting thro? thy breaſt,) 

Which Conſcience told thou hadft procur'd in all ;— 

Nor here alone, but ſtanding forth expos'd, 

Fir caution to thy ſons, who like thee run 

Thro' Pleaſure's mazes to unceaſing pain! 
Conſcience ! thou faithful monitor, all hail! 

Plac'd in the foul as Heav'n's Vicegerent, there 

On Virtue's charms thou ſhed thy lucid beams, 

And paint'ſt ber beautics, as they are, divine ! 

In vain may we attempt to ſully o'er 

The marks and fignatures that are impreſs'd 

Lndclibly, where Reaſon holds the reins. 

Sooner ſhall ſunſhine gild the midnight ſky, 

And ftars eclipſe the ſun's meridian blaze, 

Where Conſcience bears her rightful rule and ſway, 

Than Man affront the Majeſty of Heav'n, 
| And ſhe he dormant, unconcern'd, and calm. I 


| In Solitude's dread moments, when the foul 
Of 
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Of crimes committed, and of duties ſhunn'd, 

Or hurry'd over, careleſs and remiſs ; 

Thou mak'ft her feet thy difapproving ire, FX 

Pourtrayſt the ſad deformity of Vice, 

When ſtript of all. her faſcinating charms, 

And points direct to future retribution. 

| Immortal meſſenger of high decent ! 

Inſpire us with thy maxims, write thy laws 

Upon the inmoſt tablet of our hearts! 

So that when drawn, in a deluded hour, 

To perpetrate a deed againſt thy will, = 

We may with manly fortitude repel 

The open enemy, or latent foe, 

Who careful watch to haſten and complete 
Then tho? the ſources of our comforts dry, 
As inconſiſtent, intricate, and dark, 
We may appeal to thee as to a friend, 

And by thine aid be firengthen'd and prepar'd = 
To ſtand the teſt of Heav'n's omniſcient eye, 
Before whom thoughts, intents, and purpoſes, 1 
Lie open, unconcea d, and clear as day. 
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Thrice happy they, conſummate is their bliſs, 
Reſign into the hands of him who knows - 
The ſecret involutions of the heart, . 
Whoſe care, his pleaſere, whoſe fapreme deſire - 
His approbation ; in whoſe favour lies 
All that in life's moſt precious, and whoſe frown : 
More dreadful far than tenfold deaths, command 
Our rev'rence and regard, as we would hope 
To gain the promis d bliſs, or ſhare that woe 
Which Heav'n awards to virtue or to crimess 


VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 2. 


The HayeyY SHEPHERD» 


EMOTE, and diſtant from the noiſy town, 
From ſtately palaces, or beds of down, 

An humble ſhepherd dwelt ; his only cheer 

The coarſeſt food, his drink the fountain clear: 

Luxurious dainties ne'er to him were known; 

What he poſſeſe d he freely call'd his own ; 

Bleſt with content, in lowly ſtate he lied, 

Nor at the happineſs of others griev'd ; 

His Maker's praiſe with picty be ſung, 

While neighb'ring hills and dales with echo rung. 

Thus, as each day his harmleſs hours he paſs'd, 

| Night's ſable robe his labours crown d with reſt. 


Near to this ſhepherd's cot, in ſplendid ſtate, 
A mighty lord reſided, at whoſe gate 
Fortune attended, ready, at his nod, 
To ſtrew with ampleſt gifts the paths he trode; 
His large poſſeſſions were with plenty ſtor d; 
The choiceſt grapes were preſs'd to deck his board; 
While Muſic's ſweeteſt fymphonies were heard, 
When in the weſtern fky So? diſappear'd 3 


R 


Yet 
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Yet ſtill corroding care his ſoul did blind, 
And vain ambition prey'd upon his mind ; 
The ſhepherd's life he envy'd, as each day 
He paſs'd, and view'd him at his ruſtic play, 
Surpris'd be ne'er obſer d his mind depreſs'd - 
With any of the evils Man's diſtreſs'd, 5 
He ſtopt awhile, and thus the ſwain addreſsd: 

My friend (faid be), while thus in healthſome- | 
* ; 
«- You paſs your time in this ſecure reſort, 
« Does no perplexing thought your mind diſtreſs,. 
No fears of penury thy beart oppreſs ? 
Nor ſullen frown of haughty lordlike pow'r,. 

« Lefſcn the ſweets of this ſequeſter'd bow'r To 


To which the ſwain in humble ſtile reply'd : 
« My lowly ſtation ſcarce can be envy'd ; 
« Yet white contentment reigns within my breaſt, 
« I envy net the Nabobs of the Eaſt; 
« No avarice, tho' poor, diſturbs mine eaſe, 
« No fears diſtraCt or innovate wy peace: 
&« Soon as the lark, full fledg'd, with mattin ſweet,. 
« Flies forth Aurora's beauteous form to greet, 


| « My: 
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* My fleecy charge I lead to yonder plains, 
* There join the gambols of my fellow ſwains 
. Till mid-day comes, then ſeek the cooling ſhade 
< Form'd by the hand of Nature, inward laid 
With ſofteſt boughs, and turſs of moſſy green, 
* By careful ſhepherds brought to deck the ſcene, 
« Till ev'ning here (our flocks Kill kept in ſight,) 
et In ſocial intercourſe our ſouls delight; 
e Thus paſs our moments, till the filent eve 
« Warns to depart, our paſtimes to relieve ; 
« Then home we bend, where wholeſome viands 
« ftor'd, 
« Plac'd with domeſtic care, adorn our board ; 
„A while thus ſpent, till the fair morning peep, 
« We, unmolcſted, drown our cares in lep, 
« But firſt with love unſcign'd, and grateful hearts, 
To him who bounteouſly each gift imparts, 
e In humble adoration we addreſs 
«© Our er'ning ociſons ; each thought ſuppreſs 
*© That leads to happineſs, and Nature's God ; 
«« His aid alone we truſt, nor do we fear 


* The frowns of greatacs, prone to domineer.“ 
Thus 


And Plenty urg'd our cealing to complain: 
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ſpir'd | 
The great man's ſoul, as homeward he retir'd 3 


True pleaſure to the rich is not confin'd. 


— ” ” * ” 1 3 r —— 8 1 . —_—— 


OCTOBER; or, The FaLL of the Lear, 
Toa LaDr. 


FDEGIN, wy Mule ! the fel. important train, 
Taught by the ruſtling, leafy-delug'd plain ! 
Thence Infinite Benevolence diſcern ! 


Sweet paſe d the lengthen'd hours of Summers 
heat, 3 

When to the groves we made our gay retreat; 
Bright Phebus cheur d us with his gladd uing rays, 
And challeng'd ev'ry grateful note of praiſe. — — 
Autumn approach'd, too, with her ſmiling train, 


With 
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Wich pleaſure we obſerv'd—our hearts o'erflow'd 
With ſenſe of Nature's bounteous gifts beſtow'd 3 
Reap the rich fruits of all their former toil : 
And gay Contentment tends at ev'ry board. 

But now thro' fields and-meadows as I firay, 
And filent Solitude points out the way, == 
My ſteps are chequer'd with the falling leaves, 
Inly, my heart, foreboding ſomething, heaves ! 


rl 
And bolds an awful leſſon forth to view ! | 
Stones burſt from buildings, twigs fall off from 
The rolling ſeaſons, as they fly, declare, 

We gain of joy but an uncertain ſhare : 


4 


The form of beauty is but made of clay, 
And Time itſelf glides ſpeedily away. 
But thou, my fair, whom Hear'n, benign, hath bleſt 
With charms that captivate each feeling breaſt, 

. Fs Let 


25 POEMS on 


Let all the graces, in their native dreſs, 

Still be the ſplendid beautics you poſſeſs; 

Catch the ſwi*t moments, as they ſmoothly paſs, 

Like ſands quick-Ricaling thro' the bourly glaſs ! 

Time's final end and aim retain in view, 

And Virtue follow, tho' in ruſſet hue ; 

She'll be your guardian thre? this world of wor, 

| Defend from ill, and vanguiſh eren foes | 

Support when finking under grief and fear, 

And diſipate the gloomy cloud of care; 

Attend your paſſage to that bleſt abode, 

Where ſongs of joy make heav'oly arches ring, 

And praiſes riſe to hear's's Almighty King ;— 

Yet—late, my MrYz 4, may you join the choir, 

And be thus highly bleſt when time ſhall be no 
more! —\— 


A Monn- 
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4 MonninG SoLIiLoQpr, in Spring. 


eee, ee Night diſperfe, 
And twilight gilde the chambers of the Eaſt, 

The ſons of riot, diſſipation, noiſe, 
Have juſt reclin'd their giddy heads, to vent 
In Aforpheus” arms, the fames of their debauch ;— 
So ſoon I leave the town, devoid of care,, 

 Aad all the drear concomitants of guilt, 
(The far'rite haunts of blooming Health and Joy !) 
Where the brook murmurs to the tender figh 
Of fanning Zepbyr's gently cooling breeze, 
There bruſh the furze, or mount the craggy height, 

Free from the noiſe and hurry of the groupe 

That keep the city in continual fiir— 

AttraQts, with captivating force ſublime, 

The mind diſpos d to liſten to thy charms ; 

Aſſiſt the Muſe to dreſs, in artlels guiſe, | 

C 2 | The 
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The various beautics of this lower world, 

From thence to riſe, on Meditation's wing, . 
Aloft from Nature up to Nature's God: 

Then ſhall the madd'uing joys of time and ſenſe, 
Of rich and opulent, fade and decay, 

And, like the airy.fabric of a dream, 

' Vaniſh, and fink into oblivion ! 


See now, Aurora uſhers in the day; 

- The lucid beams o'cr{pread the oricnt ſæy, 
Are now reſfreſh'd, enliven'd, and adorn'd: 
Wich all the luxury of rural ſweets !' 

The flutt᷑ ring ſongſters of the grove aſcend, 
Whoſe growing radiance renovates the ſcene, 
And ſcatters wide the dark nocturnal gloom. 
Come, Phebus, parent of congenial Spring! 
Dart forth thy placid countenance abroad, 
That lining energy, that, felt thro' all 
 Creation's depth, fills with a ſecret joy 

The various parts of Nature's wide domain, 


From 


Crawls the vile reptile, up to ſor'reign Man ! 


Thy kindly warmth, and quick*ding 


Earth, gen'ral parent! 'then, with ſpeedy hand, . 


Thro' all her offspring ch influence benign 
Is quickly ſpread ; anon, as if awak'd: 
From filent ſlumbers to the pow'r of liſe, 
Starts forth her num”rous progeny, at firſt: 
Scarce daring to diſcloſe their heads, as if- 
Afraid to truſt the flattring ſeaſon, till 


| Encourag'd by thy ſplendour, they break forth: 


In verdant foliage, ſwelling on the Gght, 
And give their op'ning boſoms to thy beams. 


But not the vegetative race alone, 


Thy quick'ning impulſe fecls: by thee inſpir 


To thee the animal creation yield, 


While each reſpeQtive tribe, with ardour fir'd, 


In its own” manner teſtifies the ſame : 
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-pow'r, firſt 2 
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The paſt, the preſent, and the time to come, 


To waft his foul beyond yon azure ſky, 
And penetrate thro? glories yet unſeen, 
Untaſted, and unſelt by all, but thoſe 

Whoſe happy lot it is to roam at large | 
Throughout unbounded realms of endleſs joy,— 
Man views the ſcene with rapture—with delight, 


And ſecret ſatisfaction, ſees it ſhine 

In order gay before him, and his heart, 
' Elate with gladnefs, gives into the flow 
Of general contentment, and is led 
With pleaſure to ſurvey the growing plan, 
As tending to complete maturity. 

Such is thy pow'r, unfading ſource of light ! 
Yet this not all. To the contemplative 
Still nobler proſpedts riſe with pleafing ſwell 
From thine appearance: 'To their mind thou 
The ſweet remembrance of celeſtial bliſs, 

Beyond the reach of time; and while they view 
The ſev'ral parts of Nature, as ſet free 
From ſullen Winter's tyranny, and rais'd 


Unto 
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Unto new life, uplift from thence the ſoul, . 
In hope, in expeCtation, and deſire, 

To thoſe eternal regions of delight, 

| Where, free from albthe angry.ſtorms of life . 
In which it here was toſs'd, it ſhall abide, - 
Increafing in its joys incifable - 

As in duration 

While I ſurvey thy radiant beauties, theſe 

My meditations when with pleaſure I 

| Remark thy pow'rful renovating ſway ; 

And when at laſt the icy hand of death 

Has laid this fading body in the duſt, 

And on it wreak'd its rage, may I ariſc, 

Wich bear'nly vigour, to poſſeſs theſe joys 

Eye hath not ſeen, nor car hath ever heard, 

Nor beart of Man the vaſt amount conceiv'd ! 


n 


Toa Young CiEEGTMAN, with a Pair of Poc-- 
Kar Biss. 


1＋ͤů in thele focred velumes — 
What, but for love divine, bad lain con- 
 ceal'd. | 

What prophets, ſages, and the learn'd of old, 

Invok'd Almighty Goodneſs to-unfold, . > 

Are here laid open to the babe im grace, 

Here mankind ſee their origin and ftate, 

When plac'd in. Edew's calm, ſerene retreat, 

Their ſudden exit from exalted bliſs, 

Down to the regions of the drear abyſs. 

Where dwell, veſerv'd in everlaſting chains, 

The direful inftruments of all their pains. 

But brighter proſpects open up to view, 

As onward we the mighty plan purſue. 

When ſacrifice and offering was vain 

To fave one ſoul, or pard'aing grace obtain, 


The 
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| The Great I AM deſcended from his throne, 

And deign'd for Man's tranſgreſſion to atone. 

View him an infant, dreſ#d in ſwaddling clothes, 

Laid in a manger ; haraſſed by foes 

Implacable, who thirſted for his blood, 

When Beth? m's ſtreets ran down a crimſon 
et m_ 

See him, whom eviry virtue did adorn, 

Mark'd as the butt of ribaldry and ſcorn ! 

He ſpent his life (ſo miſfion'd-from above) 

In acts of pure benevolence-and-love, , 

Ardent his gracious doctrines to promote 

Among his own, but they receiv'd him not! 

Not miracles, of moſt ſtupendous kind, e 


Could tend to meliorate the obd'rate mind, 
That error, pride, and prejudice did blind: 
His counſels flighted, and his love abus'd, 
His perſor-injur'd, and his grace refus d, 
All pav'd the way te that important hour, 
When men and devits were to loſe their pow'r, 
Death to be vanquiſh'd in his gloomy cell, 
Aad finners rais'd, in bear'aly.climes to dwell 
e | hy 
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That, agonizing, dropt from ev'ry vein ! 

Gethjemane then heard a Con complain f 

His comprelienſive mind then had in view 

| The traitor Judas, and his ruſſian crew z 

He faw- prepar'd the inſtruments of death, 

The gorgeous robe, mock ſceptre, thorny wreath ;. 

He faw the woes, in complicated ſwell, 

That would: have funk ten thouſand worlds to hell | 

Yet, *ncath this preſſure of <ternal ire, 

Bow'd, all-ſubmiſſive, to his Mighty Sire, | 

And triumpl'd in the Hear n-determin'd plan 

Of reconciling Deity to Man— 

To Man, unable to repair his loſs— 

To Man, whoſe crimes he nailed to his croſs,. 

When from the grave viftorious be ſhould riſe, 

And myriads hail him to his native ſkics ! 

Now may the ranſomed, thro” faith divine, 

Survey the regions where they bope to ſhine, . 
Raiſing a higher note than angels ſing ;. 

They fing amain, © Thrice holy, Sor'reign, God f 

Thy glory fills both heav'a and carch's abode l- 


—_— 
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Tune up their harps to theſe immortal ſtrains : 

« To him that lov'd, and waſh'd us in his blood, 
£6 And made us kings and prieſts unto our God, 
To him be glory, honour, pow'r, and praiſe, 
« And let Creation echo back the lays * 


Such be your grand, your animating theme, 
When calPd the Goſpel tidings to proclaim ; 
And ſhew him where his tribulations end; 
Say to the weak, Be ſtrong ; you've nought to 
< fear, 

% For Jeſus ſees your ev'ry conflit here, 
« Participates your tears, your ev'ry groan, 
* And deems your perturbation as his own ; 
* Bids you be faithful to your dying day, 
Then wear the crown that fadeth not away !” 


Tho from ſalvation's wells ye comfort draw, 
Thunder, by turns, the terrors of the law; 
Shun not to ſcourge the vices of the times, 
And what are due to rebels for their crimes, 


35 POEMS or. 


Yea, -crimes for which the Son of God hath died! 


Thus, all addreſs ; howc'er deſpis'd thy youth, 
Fearleſs diſſeminate the word of truth: | 
Let ſceptics laugh, and infidels defame, 
Gain thou freſh vot'ries to the Goſpel ſcheme.; 
Then like the ſtars that gild the midnight ſky, 
| In glory thou ſhalt ſhine with God on high, — 
Ihe. Friend and Lover of the human foul! 
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Ocogfioned by a young Lapr's attending a Courſe of 


PriLO30PHICAL LECTURES. 
The cauſe is ſecret, but th effeR is known. 
aids 94077-oii0 iſepation's throng, 
Deem life no better than an idle ſong ; | 
When peerigſt worth kneels down at Folly's ſhrine, 
And Fancy paints the goddeſs as divine; 
To learn to live by philoſophic rules: 
To trace pure Science thro? ber ev'ry clime, 
And ſoar thro” regions morally ſublime. | 


ParLogornr; all hail! whoſe varied laws, 

(Fir'd with the myſt ries of thy ſacred lore,) 

To prove thy wonders, and thy depths explore! 

'Tis thine to ſhew the mariner his way, 

When mountain-waves ftrikes out the ſhorten'd 
day; 

To teach the bold intrepid fon of Mara, 

To ſiile at death, and glory in his ſcars : 

D The 
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The huſbandman, by thee, prepares his ſoil, 
And reaps a plenteous produce for bis toil, 
With pleaſure ſees the changing ſeaſons roll, 
And views thy pow'rful ſway from pole to pole. 
But till to add freſh laurels to thy brow, 

See female charms before thine altars bow { 
Accept the tribute of the proſtrate fair, 

And mark her out the object of thy care 
And with thy boundleſs knowledge ſtore her mind; 
And make the ev'ning of her days ſerene, 

Then ſhall ſhe (diſtant be the awful knell I) 


To 
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Fo @ FRIEND #n the Country. 
An Eris TTR. 


Fair vernal blooms begin to chear your ſight, 
And tender buds afford you freſh delight; 
T' ærial choir attend your melting lays, - 


Amyntor's ſoul with ſuch poetic fire ?. 

If ev'ry praiſe ſo juſtly is her due, 

You en may love her, and adore her too; 

For bards like you, who Beauty's charms explore, 
Think it no crime their fair ones to adore : 
Much better ſhe deſerves, in whom you find 
Such indications of a virtuous mind. 

Far more than beauty, virtue's to be priz'd z 
But when they meet, and ſhine all undiſguis d 
In one fair object, heav'ns ! what ſweet ſurpriſe 
Feſſeſs the ſwain ! —what rapture fill his eyes! 

— | 
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In pleaſing wonder, how he longs to hear 

Her voice ſink duQtile in his lifning ear 

A thouſand paſſions all his. boſom fires ; 

He melts, and burns, with Love's ſublime deſires ł 

So, when on Celia firſt your eyes you turn'd, 

'Twas thus you melted, and twas thus you. 
burn'd; 

OFer thy young ſoul her beauty ſo preyail'd, 

That long the paſſion could not lie conceal'd ;, 

Your. eager tongue flill aim'd at higher lays,.. 

And the hid flame ſoon mounted in a blaze; 

While ey'ry ſwain your worthy choice approv'd; 

And mingled in-the praiſe of her you lov'd. 


Thou matchlef fair ! whoſe bright acquirements 


The higheſt notes chat cer were ſung by "oY 

While you inſpire, we need no Muſe's aid; 

Thou art thyſelf a Muſe, fair heav'nly maid !- 

But can it be, ye Pow'rs I can ſhe diſcern 

Nature's true ſyſtem, and its wonders learn ! 

Can her capacious ſoul traverſe the ſky, 

And trace thoſe mighty orbs that roll on high, 
While 
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While ſuns and ſyſtems riſe within her view, 
And heav'nly climes her bluſhing charms renew! 
To ſce their myMrics ſoften'd by her voice, 
And Newton's ſhade be fIVd with joy, to ſee +» 
Ten be firſt taught attractive Nature's laws, | 
The wand'ring worlds. around his flaming ſphere, , 
| And how each orb completes its circling year. 
So greatly favour'd by the Heav'nly Pow'rs ; 
And his juſt praiſe reſound from ev'ry tongue 
'Tis Newton, then, whom ſhe ſo much reſpects, 
Learns what he taught, and walks as he directe. 
Fair maid, I laud your choice; he'll lead your ſoul 
From ſun to planet, and from pole to pole; 
Where in the eudlcſs maze of ſyſtems tir'd | | 
(Your tender mind with contemplation fir d), 
And hear each orb reſound its Maker—Gop ! ' 


3 * 
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For could your ſoul a thouſand ages fly 
Swifter than ſun-beams, on from ſky to ſky, 
And all the wonders of creation trace, 

And worlds that lie within unbounded ſpace, 
You'll find that be alone governs the whole, 
And fills all Nature as its common ſoul. 5 
Ranging Creation thro* her wide domain, 
Forbear to give your gen'rous ſwain ſuch ſmart,. 
Nor let your ſtudies rob him of your heart ; 
Remember, gay Amyntor claims your care, 

And more than any ſtar your thoughts ſhould ſhare ; 
So ſhall your name be ſounded thro? the grove, 
And ev'ry ſwain ſhall fing of Celia s love. 


Thus, dear Amyntor, while you, free from care, 
Enjoy the country's ſweets, and wholeſome air, 
The Muſe, in academic toils inclos'd, 

Amidſt her lavours, theſe in haſte compos d, 

And ſends them to an able, {kilful friend, 

Who knows what's right, and what is wrong can 
mend. 

The 
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The Jors of ELvs1U xx. From the xixth. Book - 
| of. Telemachus. . 


| LYSSES' ſon now leaves th' abodes of pain, 

— Longing to viſit milder climes again; 
He flies thro' ſhades where endleſs horrors dwell, 
And marches onward'to the gates of hell: 
Soon as the ſpeftres vaniſh'd from his fight, . | 
Aud all the diſmal gloom was loſt in light, 
He felt ſuch eaſe, as if ſome friendly god 
Had freed his boſom from the dreadful load 
Retain'd ſad figns of grief, his breaſt with ſighs 
Oft heav d, refleQting on the fate of thoſe, 
| Whom Heav'n had doom'd to live in endlefs 
And, *midit eternal pain, of eaſe deny'd, 
Muſt hell, and everlaſting wrath, abide ! 
All much he pity'd, but none pity'd more 

Than wretched kings, who hotteſt pains endure ; 
But on them Hell pours all its keeneſt darts 
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Struck with the thought, freſh ſorrow fills his eyes, 

| He beats his breaſt; and thus in anguiſh cries : 

Good gods ! muſt then bewilder'd mortals preſs. 

« -Thro' ſcenes of woe, and ſwim amidſt diſtreſs, . 

« Amidit unnumber'd ſnares, and ſeas of pain, | 
« Searching for truth, yet all their ſearch be vain!” 


. 
« And, after life's unceaſing round. of woe, f 
4 At death be doom'd to this dark den below ! + | 
O greatly mad, whom love of ſceptres fires ! * 


« Far happier he who knows no ſuch defires, 

« Whoſe utmoſt wiſh a private ſtation bounds, 

« While peace and eaſe his. virtuous ſoul 2 

<« rounds.” ' 

Reflefting thus, be found his h Ei, 
And gloomy horror all his ſoul affail; - 

| And black deſpair fat brooding on his eyes. 
And view'd afar the realms of purer day, . 
His drooping fſoul-its native force acquir d, 
And growing courage all his boſom fir d; 
Now purer rays of light his ſtrength renew, 

And all Elyſum riſes in his view ; 


& 
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And happy ſouls are loſt. in golden.dreams : 


And dard, amidſt a corrupt age, be good 3 
Who pageantry and empty pomp reſigu'd, 
Midſt ſcenes of endleſs bliſs their days employ, 
And melt in raptures of ſeraphic joy; 

For 28-in hell, no torments can compare- 

With fuch as tyrants are conſtrain'd.to bear, 

So in. Ely frm, monarchs are poſſeſt 

Of purer pleaſures than the vulgar bleſt. 
Telemachus, enraptur d with the fight, 
Drew near, and join'd thoſe happy ſons of light ;. 
He found them reſting in delightful ſhades,. | 
And verdant bow'rs, whoſe fragrance never fades; 
A thouſand limpid ſtreams along chem glide, 
Their chryſtal tide in mazes roll away, : 


And ſound.reſponſive to the heav'nly lay 
Of warbling-birds, that chant on ev'ry ſpray: 


Here 
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Here changing ſcaſons never can be known, 
But conſtant Spring and Autumn ever crown. 
The bleſſed fields, whilſt a ſerener ſky 

Does cold and ſcorching heat alike defy. 
War, horrid war! deform'd with wounds and 


blood, | 3 
Dare ne er approach theſe manſions of the good 3. 
Envenom'd Envy, Jealouſy, and Fear, 


Nor cer can night involve them in its ſhades ;. 

| ills them with joy, and radiates on their eye; 
And all his beams become like ſhades of night, . 
Yet with exceſs the wand'ring eye ne er tires, 
But as it views, renewed firength ac quires; 
And ev'ry pore reflects a beam divine; 

| And ſhine more brilliant in the blaze of days 


Thi 
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This lucid ſplendour in their boſoms rolls, 

And wafts a tide of glory thro! their ſouls, 

Freſh, undecaying bloom the juſt ſuſtains, 

And with the pureſt blood inſpires their veins 

In ev'ry heart immortal joy diſtils, 

And ev'ry breaſt with heav'aly rapture fills, 

And makes them fwim in oceans of delight : 

All Heav'n can give, for them is kept in ſtore, 

All, they poſſeſs, nor can they aſk for more; 

Beneath cheir feet, with high contempt they | 
view 

Far greater joys than mortal men purſue, 

Riches and bonours, crowns, and carthly ſway, 

Appear as phantoms in thoſe realms of day ; 

As makes them ſcorn the regal pomp of kings; 

As gods that on ambrofial viands feaſt, 

They ſcorn luxurious monarchs” high repaſt ; 

Secure they reign where woes can ne er appear, 

Nor wounds, nor death, nor heart-affeting fear, 


The 


K 
The lofty hills of Thrace that tow'r on high, 
And bear their frozen ſummits to the ſky, 
Tipt with eternal ſnow,—may ſhake, and fall, 
And one deſtructive ruin ſwallow all; 

But theſe bleſt ſouls no trouble e er can move, 
Their hearts remain firm as the ſpheres above, 
Stedfaſt as heav'n, and as the centre ſure, 

Their elevated minds in bliſs endure. 

Yet oft in pity they regard our woe, 

And mourn for ills that mankind undergo 
Nor can their feeling hearts thoſe evils ſhares 
Unfading youth fits ſmiling on their brows, 

And glory all divine their bloom renews, 

While love of truth their boſoms ever fire, 

And pureſt virtue all their ſouls inſpire. 
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As when a mother ſees her ſon return'd 
From diſtant climes, whom long as loſt ſhe mourn'd, 
With tranſport ſeia d, ſhe graſps him in her arms, 
While pureſt joy her tender boſom warms ; 
Suck are the joys theſe happy monarchs ſhare, 
Which rolling ages never can impair, 


Of 
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*Oft in ſome grove, where ſweet Elyſum pours 

Her gifes profuſe, and-gilds the fragrant bow'rs, 

And talk, and meditate, on things divine ; 

And view their regal grandeur with regret; 

Thoſe things they once admir'd do now appear 

-Infipid, vain, and lighter than the air ; 

They count theſe rapid hours, that ſeem'd to fly 

They mourn'd for outward, and for inward broils, 

They ſought for happineſs, but ſought in vain ; 

Yet then the gods had pity on their cares, 

And kept them ſafe, amidſt a thouſand ſnares ; 

In Virtue's paths, them guided by the hand, 

And gave them ſtrength their troubles to with- 

While thus employ'd, freſh joys their boſom fill 

New ſtreams of glory thro? their ſouls diſtil; 

Forch loud boſaunas to their Heav'nly King ; 
E | One 


— wy 
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One lofty bymn at once engage the whole, 

For all enjoy one voice, one heart, one ſoul; 
There all partake one common happineſs, 

That breaks upon them in a flood of bliſs: 

Thus ſwift as hours, whole ages roll away, 

But yet their raptures never know decay, | 

For when a thouſand thouſand years are paſs'd, 
As gods they reign, cloth'd with imperial pow'r, 
On thrones that as the days of heav'n endure; 
Firm, and unmov'd, their kingdom ever ſtand 
Above the reach of a deſtructire hand; 

No more their pow'r on mortal aid depends, 

No more a mighty hoſt their throne defends, 
Thoſe diadems no more adorn their heads, 
Whoſe vain purſuits ſuch conflagration ſpreads 
But in themſelves ſecure they calmly reſt, 

And each an empire ſways within his breaſt ; 

For on their brows th* immortal gods have plac'd 
Bright crowns of glory, ne er to be defac'd. 
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The ** Poem, cuts by the 


Virtue alone has majeſty in death. 
Younc.- 
| A ARE, my Mace, Ea. 

Where the bright ſpirit of EL1za's flown! 
See the grand portals of Immanuel's Land, 
Thrown open to admit the ſtranger in ! 
Seraphie myriads line the clear expanſe,. 
And tune their harps in one eternal choir, 
Await the exit of the heav'n-born ſoul, 

It launches forth into celeſtial day — 

Waſted by tortuous —byv corroding pain; 
Death brandiſh'd o'er her fainting head his dart, 
And mas d her out a victim for the grave 


E 2. The 


much-lamented l. of « wory reſeBBable Cha- 
rater. 
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The grave !—that land of melancholy gloom, 
From whence the mind revolts with dreadful awe { 
In vain we ſeek to ſtem the riſing figh; 
The tear of ſympathy flows unreſtrain'd ; 

And, wrung with bitter anguiſh, pain, and grief. 0 
For peerleſs merit prematurely fled, | 0 
The heart with ſorrow bleeds at ev'ry vein !_ c 


Her head ſupporting with a tender care! 


Her little babes have juſt now been diſmiſe'd, | 


All that was near, and deareſt to her heart, 
She recommended to All-gracious Heav'n,, 
Lund the kind huſband of her youthful days: |} 
His heart, ſhe knew, by long experience knew,. | 
Would feel more deeply for their fatal loſs, 

And make the ſtudy of his after- life, 

To plan their comfort and fill up the void —- 

« And thou (ſhe ſaid), my much-reſpeCted friend, 

« Whoſe ev'ry aim was to increaſe the bliſs, 

« Which conjugal affeQtion conſecrates, 
« To ſoothe the moments of the happy pair; 


« Let 
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Let not the tranſports of your grief exceed 

« The bounds mark'd out by Reaſon's gentler - 
« ſway; 

« Weep not for me—nor too much for yourſelf; 

It ſeems moſt meet that you ſhould ſtill remain 

% Have overbalanc'd all the ills of life. 

« It was my conſtant, unremitting care, 

To bear a part in that exalted bliſs, . 

„Which flows from ev'ry kind connubial tie: 

But think not that your joys, ſo highly priz'd,: 

« Center'd in me—your dignified worth, . 

« And the high favour of Indulgent Heav'n, 

« Has giv'n you all the bliſs you have enjoy d; 

« Made me full happy in my better half, 

« And ye to find enjoyment too with me, 

« Conſcious we felt for each a mutual flame. 


15 
b 
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« I leave you theſe ; they'll be your ſolace ſtill, 
When I am mould'ring in the ſilent tomb, 
« Unthought of and forgot by all—but thee { 
« 1 likewiſe leave the pledges of our love; 
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« And ſet before you what I really was, 

< In thoſe I'm deſtin'd now to leave behind: 

But while on them you fix your ſanguine hope 

« Of future comfort, or domeſtic bliſs, 

« Remember they (God only knows how ſoon !) 

« May be, alas ! torn from your fond embrace 

&« And ardent love—as I'm about to be. 

1 go from you—T will not ſay tis of 

« The ſmalleſt of your bleſſings you're bereav'd ; 

Well do I know you did eſteem me more, 

4 A great deal more than ever I deſerv'd ;— 

i Believe that ey'ry—your ſuperior joys 

« Are in the ſame unerring ſapient hand, 

% And ought not ever to be over-rated. 

V Tt is far better I ſhould leave you here, 

« Than ſtay behind bewidow'd and forlorn; 

« Bur had it been the will of Providence 

« To call for you, and lengthen out my days, 

„ would have liv'd to ſhew the world at large, 

« How dear your mem'ry and remains were to me: 

1 Preſerve your health; and, ſure I am, your life 

Win prove the ſame both towards me and mine: 

„When I go hence, the ſame integrity, | 
5 Which 
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„ Which all along I've ſbudied to maintain, 
% Will fill abide, nor cer be taken from me, ; 
« Under the ſame proteQing, watchful eye, 
« F change this fleeting, tranſitory ſcene, | 
« Conſcious my God, , whoſe goodneſs gave me - 

« life, 
« Whoſe mercy hitherto erto hath been my ſtay; 
« Will till vouchſaſe to bleſs and to forgive 


end 
For now the vital ſtream had ceas d to flow, 
A deadly tremor overſpread her frame, 
And ſhe became a pale extended corſe, 
The dire remain of what ſbe once was ſeen ! 
Had now their ſources all dry'd up at once; 
He ſunk down by her ſpeechleſs and amaz'd, 
Nor for a time could find his fault ring tongue 
But ſoon recov'ring from his load of grief, 
In broken accents vented thus his woes : 
« Father of mercies ! I appeal to thee, 
. « If 


56 POEMS on 


« If grief for ſuch a loſs to thee's diſpleaſing? 

« It cannot be: why, then, wouldſt thou have 
« giv'n 

1 To her ſuch worth, and me ſo ſoft a heart? 

« Is circumſcrib'd within this ſcene of things; 

cc She muſt be better where thou calleſt her, 

. And cho with ber I paſs'd my happieſt days, 

«- Yet I-may happier be with this in view, 

« We all are born to die—and that hereafter 

« An unmix'd lot can only be enjoy'd !— 

Then we ſhall meet again ! no more to part; 

« No more to feel the ſeparatĩon - pang; 

« High in ſalvation and the climes of blifi, 

« Where love divine eternally endures, = 

„And life and joy in endleſs triumph reign.” 


A Paz 
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| | RT 
4 PasTORAL, en the at of a young GENTL E-. 
MAR. 


—puer ipſe fuit cantari dignus. — 


E mournful nymphs, whoſe charge it is to ſtring. 1 
The fun'ral harp; and direful dirges fing !- I 

'Tis your's once more to tune the doleful lyre ; | 
With heart · affecting ſtrains ; he, too, full well 
Ah, unrelenting Fate l withbold thy dart! 
Strike not thy ſhafts thro* Daphnir tender heart | 
But, ah, *tis done! his breathleſs corſe is laid, . 
Within the tomb's inhoſpitable hade; 
Sleeps in the ſilent duſt: there ſoft Repoſe 
Expands her downy flumbers o'er his eyes, 
And ſtreams of Lethe round his head ariſe. 
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With high diſdain he never fail'd to view. 
The empty baubles vulgar minds purſue : 

He follow'd learning thro' each mazy courſe, 
And trac'd each ſcience upward to its ſource. 


Struck with amaze, we've heard him launch a-- , 
And tell the wonders of Almighty God 


How thouſand ſuns, in Ether's ſpacious womb, 


roam; 


His piercing ſenſe ranſack'd each duſt, and found, | 
How all things do with ſocial life abound 

How ev'ry atom feeds its various race, 

And Nature teems with fwarms in ev'ry place. 


And youthful vigour, did his limbs ſuſtain ; 
Such was the darling ſwain, belov'd by all, 
But now, alas |. we muſt lament his fall 1. 
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'Tis thus the moraing roſe diſplays its bloom, 
Emitting fragrance from its ſpicy womb, 
Juſt op'ning to the ſun, it wide diſplays 
Its neftar'd ſweets, and ſmiles with chearing 
The nymphs around admire its precious leaves, 
More radiant than the bow that Iris weaves ; 

But Phebur' ſcorching beams ſoon check its pride, 
And long 'ere noon is all its fragrance dry'd. 

O lovely ſhade I whether above the ſky, 

Freed from corporeal chains, thou now doſt fly, 
And wrapt in wonders of the bright abode, 

Art warbling ſongs around the throne of God; 

Or if thy native city claim thy care, 
And Heav'n has plac'd thee Guardian Genius 
O turn again thine unembodied eyes, | 

And ſee how groans from ev'ry breaſt ariſe ; 

For thee each flow'ry mend ſad mourning wears, 

And turns its early dew to drops of tears; 
For thee the fwains lament, with doleful ſong, 


For 
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For thee the nymphs, that walk the Glent ſhades, 


Dejected wail along the loneſome glades ; 
Whilſt e/ ry Nereid echoes from the ſhore, 
„Lament, ye ſwains ! for Daphnis is no more!“ 
Tis now in vain, ye trees, with fragrance ! 
\ grow ! | | 
In vain, ye pleaſant ſtreams, with murmurs flow | 
In vain around the groves, ye nymphs repair, | 
J To knit a garland for your Daphnis* hair 
Your liſt ning ears ſhall never more rejoice, = * 
With notes melodious from his heav'nly voice! 


Cloth'd in eternal peace, and joys divine, 
Where Death's envenom'd darts no more annoy, 
Eublimer themes do all his.pow'rs employ : 

There Heav'n's effulgence radiates on his ſoul, 

; roll; * 
And nearly view what here he ſo admir'd ; 
Can range Creation to its utmoſt bound, 


"Thro? 
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Turo ſpace unfathomable dart his eyes, 
Where ſuns on ſuns, and worlds on worlds ariſc. 


But ſuns bedim'd with age may loſe their light, 
And fading worlds fink in eternal night; 
Bewilder'd ſyſtems may at length decay, 

And all to non-exiſtence melt away ; 

But he, immortal, with the hoſts above, 

- 'Thro' heav'n's reſplendent courts ſhall ever rove : | 
There all in joys ecſtatic melt away, 1 
And baſk in beams of everlaſting day. 
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in the London and Edinburgh newſpapers—Bat as 
theſe publications are not the beff adapted to preſerve 
pieces of merit, the author has moſt obligingly con- 
ſcated to let it embelliſh this Collection.] 


Oo D x, 


To the Memory of Sir James HoxTzn-BLan, 


ES om 

The dirge funereal ! Sec them eager bring 

Freſh garlands, gay, with twining willows bound, 

And o@'rous flow'rs, o'cr{prinkling all the ground. 
See their bright march | preceding voices ſay, 

Come, ſiſter ſpirits, come away ! 

Let ev'ry trembling harp be ſweetly ſtrung, 

And ivy wreaths around in ſolemn pomp be hung. 


We come! we come ! nor longer ſtay, 

In heav'nly choirs to join, 

With ſofteſt notes to ſwell the lay, 
And raiſc the theme divine! 
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And while we jointly ling, 

Let ſome freſh flow'rers bring. 
Beſtrew the hallow'd ground, 

Where worth repos'd, in awful ſilence laid, 
Demands attention to our kindred ſhade.— 


Of that belov'd, reſpected name 
Whoſe loſs below we mourn ; 

From kindred dear, in evil hour, 

From brighteſt honour, well- won pow'r, 

Sing we the Huſband much belov'd, 
The Parent's feeling breaſt, | 

The Friend in needy hour moſt prov'd, 
The Helper of th oppreſs'd ; 

To Genius ftill a ready friend, 
To Merit's riſing hope; 

Where humble Worth might ſafe depend, 
Her comfort and her prop! 

Theſe mark'd the man—nor theſe alone 
True Greatneſs form'd the mind; 

F 2 F 
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To bleſs the human kind ! 


But ſee ! a rev'rend form appears, 


' Bending beneath a load of years, 


His mien beſpeaks his grandeur ſtill, 


With griefs and loſſes torn ; 


Tho” Sorrow's tints his viſage fill 
With marks of mind forlorn ! 


Tis Scoria's Genius ! mark his manly pride 
Aſſaulted oft by foes, tho' Kill defy'd 3 
Yet now, by home-felt lofſes much bow'd down, 


He ſpeaks, and, as he ſpeaks, his ſtreaming eyes 


Tell the dire thoughts which in his ſoul ariſe :— 


Ah me! in ev'ry ſtage oppreſs'd 

Wich loſſes, grief, and care! 

When ſhall my troubled ſoul have reſt ! 
When Time my ſorrows ſpare ! 


From day to day my children fall, 


By cruel Fate o'erthrown ! 
Ah ! ſoon ſhall I lament them all, 
To mis'ry left alone 
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Erewhile I thought my darling ſon 
My fortune would ſuſtain; 
I thought my bygone days begun, 
And joy return'd again: 
With circling bays I ſaw him crown'd, 
And hail'd his COUNTRY'S PRIDE |— 
But ah ! my hopes were faithleſs found; 
With him they fell—and died! 
Who now ſhall raiſe my drooping head, 
Or prop my falling name ! 
| Who now my ſons ſhall forward lead 
To merit, or to fame! 
In deepeſt ſables clad, 
With thy lo d Chief, thine honour torn, 
And fallen with the dead. 
Thy future plans and-weal no more 
' Shall be ſupport and guide - 
Ah! mourn, Edina ! mourn full fore 
bine on- thy country's pride! 


Les! they ſhall mourn, in deepeſt ſables clad, 
Their honour d Chief, now number'd with the dead, 
F 3 5 Dear 
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Dear to their ſouls, Edind's ſons ſhall mourn, 
And with their tears bedew bis ey um; 
Freſh flow'rs they'll bring, and deck his lowly bed, 

And firew the hallow'd tomb that hides their Pa- 


Yet looking onward, ſtill they hope to ſee 
New ſons of Scotia riſe to ſet her free; 

New patriots yet conſult her laſting fame, 

And add freſh honours to her ancient name; 
From late example learning what to be, 

New public ſpirits we yet again ſhall ſee : 

A race of worthies for our rights ſhall ſtand, 
And future BL a1ns ſhall live to bleſs the land. 


| ExTEMPORE.—To a LaDY. 
Can ward off death beyond his deſtin'd hour; 
When from Omnipotence he gets the auord, 
Alike he ſmites the peaſant and his lord : 
For us they ficten, and for us they die ?® 
4. 
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A REFLECTION. : 


There is but a ep between me and death. 
. I SAM. XX. 3. 


A. Api—end Io nor my cad! 
But one ſhort ep then to the grave de- 
ſcend !— | 
Bo by the law of Nature tis declar'd,— 
So Iſrael's King in ſolemn terms aver'd. 
Soon 2s we draw the vital paſſing breath, 
So ſoon are ſown the rip'ning ſeeds of Death ; 
At random fly his poiſon'd darts around, 
The ſpan-long infant, and the hoary head, 
Promiſcuous throng the manſions of the dead ; 
The rich, the poor, the coward and the brave, 
Alike unpity'd fill a common grave; 
The charms of beauty, and the boaſt of art, 
Fade at his touch, and tremble at his ſmart : 
'The marble buſt, that begs poſthumous fame, 
Time mocks with ſcorn, and reddens at the claim. 
— = 


« FP O E M S on 


Mortality's enſtamp'd on all we view, , 


But ev ning damps its beauty overthrows : 
Stray we the meadow, which to-day is green, 
To-morrow, where's its verdure to be ſeen ? 5 
Viſit the town, and leave the country ſweets, . 
Lo! 248 go clout the frext 2 * 
Within yon humble unadorned bier, 

O'er which is ſprinkled many a tender tear, 
Secluded in its bound'rics lie confin'd, 

An only ſon, the pride of buman hope, 

A mother's comfort, and a father's prop! 

Day after day their proſpects brighter grew, 
And held the darling object forth to vier; 

Tue ques . 
Nor left one pleaſing lincament behind! 

Nothing avail the treaſures of the Eaſt 

To him who mourns the virtuous youth deceas'd ! * 
The pow'rs of Language feebly act their part, 
And dimly paint the ſorrows of the heart. 
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But turn aſide, and ſcenes of equal woe, 
Preſent themſelves where-ever we can go: 
« Pye loſt a father hear the orphan cry, 

« Where ſhall I turn to vent my helpleſs ſigh ?” 

The widow'd ſpouſe, with heart- affecting wail, 

« He's gone, for whom I only wiſh'd to live 

« Vain all the conſolafions I receive? 

« Death burſts aſunder ev'ry tender tie, 

« Points to the grave where now my comforts 
* lie!” 


Thus might the Muſe, in doleful accents ſing 
The varied triumphs of the ghaſtly king, - 
Who grimly ſtalks, with horror in his train, 
And glories in the numbers of his lain. = 
But why ſo far abroad ? why needleſs roam 
In queſt of proofs, ſo ſtrongly felt at home? 
What mean che aching head, the languid heart, 
The boſom Gck*ning, and the painful ſmart ? 
Theſe all confirm, by ew ry flecting breath, 
That but „ a ſtep there lies *rween me and 

death.“ 
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Attend the leſſon, hear the folemn truth, 1 
Ye pow'rs of fancy, and ye charms of youth ! | 
Prepare to yield obedience to the call, / 
Nor dream that thou ſhalt Rand, while all around g 
| 

| 


E PIT A E, 
To the Memory of a very near RELATION, 


F worth departed ever claim'd a tear, 
Stop, gentle paſſenger, and drop it here: 
Here, underneath this plain, unletter'd ſtone, 
Lie the remains of a diſtinguiſh'd one; 
Diſtinguiſh'd !—nor by birth, nor rank, nor fame, 


But virtues of a more exalted name. 


Taught to revere his God in early age, 
In life's unſtable ſcene, thro? ev ry ſtage, 
By Wiſdom's paths, he higher bleſſings gain d, 


And conſcious reQtirude in all maintain'd. 
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Es temper chearful, affable, and gay, 

Did inward peace and happineſs diſplay ; 

The man of honour, and the friend ſincere, 

To faults forgiving, tho? to vice ſevere. 
Reſpected, and beloved both, by thoſe, 

Inſtrufted by the tend' rer paſſions, too, 

His feelings ſoften'd at the tale of woe; 

His ſympathetic ſoul did ne er refrain, 

To mitigate a brother's load of pain ; 

Joy (when occaſion offer d to rejoice), 

And Gratitude, elated, rais d their voice. 

Now gone, he fleeps in Hope, whoſe chearing ray, 
Points to the glories of immortal day ; 

Thoſe pure abodes where bliſs divine prepar'd, 
Awaits the virtuous as their high reward !— 

« O let me die the righteous man's deceaſe ! 


« And let y latter end be ſuch as his !” | 
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ISAIAH xxvi. I, 2, 3, 4, faraphraſed. 


Irn elevated joy ſurvey 

The grand, important Goſpel-day, 

When Judah's land ſhall echo ſtrong, 

With this melodious, heav'aly ſong : 

« We have a city founded ſo, 

« As mocks the rage of ev'ry foe ; 

« For walls and bulwarks, God, moſt high, 

« Salvation makes to fortify. 

« Throw wide the gates] for yonder comes 

« Of heav'nly graces from above 

Ad hearts inflam'd with holy love, | 
« Whoſe feet in Wiſdom's paths have trode, 

| & The choſen and belov'd of God.” | 


O thou ſupreme, Almighty One 
« Who rub'ſt in heav'n and earth alone 
« The penitent, who inward knows 
« The ſtrength and malice of his foes; 
* And, conſcious of his feeble pow'r 
« To ſtand in dark temptation's hour, | 


— 
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* Quickly repairs to thee for aid, 

«© No enemies need make afraid ; 

« For thou in Peace's perfect ways 

« Wilt keep him thro' a length of days; 

„ And when the ſolemn time is come, 

That ſummons to the filent tomb; 

« When Death's terrific, ghaſtly form, 

« Afﬀigns his dwelling with the worm, 

« And lays his beauty in the duſt ; 

He I own thy ſovereignty juſt, — 

« Becauſe his ſoul is ſtay d on thee, 

« For life and immortality.” 
« Truſt in the Lord, ye nations all } 

« Ye lands, whom ignorance enthrall ! 

« For to the Lon Jerovan ſtrong, 

4 Unbounded might and pow'r belong; 

« And thoſe who place their bope in him, 

** Hell highly honour and eſteem ; 

« His name for ever ſhall endure, to raiſe 

The ſons of men to ſing his laſting praiſe!” 


f * 
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Pail vil. ziehe. 


OW excellent, thro' Nature's wide domain, 
Art thou, O Lord, Almighty Sovereign | 
L 
When I ſurvey yon azure concave ſky, 

And all the ſplendid orbs that roll on high, — 

With what effulgent, energetic ray, 

Thro? Nature's circuit flames the Lamp of Day, 

Until he reach his full meridian beight : 


- 


= 
How Er'ning's fable ſhades in ſtare draw on, 
And Luna mounts her mild imperial throne ; 

How cloth'd in filent majeſty ſhe reigns 

The Queen o'er Nature's vegetative plains : 


nm 
And, brilliant, paint the beauties of the night; 
Aſtoniſh'd I, in penſive wand'ring cry, 
Lord, why is Man by thee eſieem'd fo high ? 
« Why 
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« Why ſuch an object of thy conſtant care, 

« And made thy beſt and nobleſt gifts to ſhare ? 

* Thou high haſt rais'd his carth-dejeCted head, 

« As angel-pow'rs his dignity diſplay'd : 

« O'er lower worlds thou haft ordain'd him King, 

« And all their hoſts to him their bomage bring ; 

« Air, earth, and ſeas confeſs his ample ſway, 

« Their ftores enrich him, and their pow'rs obey. 

Thus great thou mad“ lt him, cloth'd in honour 
« bright, 

« Oer all the works of earth thy chief delight.” 


How excellent, thro' Nature's wide domain, 
Art thou, O Lord, Almighty Sovereign 
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For the New Year, 1788. 


OW once again Tixcz's mighty car has run 

Its annual round, and once again begun. 

Majeſtic monarch ! to whoſe awful nod 

All Nature's ſubject, next to Nature's God. 

As ſome great conqueror, his might to ſhow, 

And make furrounding ſtates his proweſs know z 

To ſettle them, or change, as ſeems him beſt, 

His gen'ral circuit takes, while round him fly 

The wond'ring crouds, and, „ Bow before him,” 
r. 

So Time, dread Pow'r! thre? Nature's bound'ry | 

ali 
His ample route, and to the laws he makes, 
Whether of life or death, of riſe or fall, 


Now at his nod the vernal breezes warm 
Now 
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Now the full ſwelling breaſt of Autumn heaves;— 

And now ſtern Winter of them all bereaves, - 

With ſpeedy change: to Summer's chearing beam, 

Succeeds dull Winter's ſolitary gleam; 

For airs ſerene, now ſtorms terrific roar, 

And Boreas burſts where Zephyr breath'd before, 

Capricious Sov'ceign | ever changing ftill ; 

Thy actions ever varying as thy will. 

No conſtant ſtate within thy realms is known: 

What flouriſh'd yeſterday, to-day's o'crthrown. 

Now, Earth's abodes ſoft peace and quiet glad ; 

Anon, while ſcarce enjoy'd, behold them fled ; | 

Diſtreſs xxl war ſucceed, an iron race, 

With blood and duſt beſprinkling o'er her face. 

Which ſcarce obtain'd, when comes a neighb'ring 
foe, „ 

And hurls Bim headlong to th' abodes of woe. 
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Not Nature only yields at thy command, 
Not all the beauteous forms of Nature's birth, 
Nor Art's ſtupendous works, altho' of earth 
The ſtrength and ornament, or can allure 

Thy ftern regard, or from thy force ſecure. 

To all that's fair in Nature and in Art, 

Bent on unbounded conqueſt, thou deſtroy'ſt = 
| All wherein Man or gloried, or rejoic'd |— 

| Days, months, and years, thy lofiy car attend, 
And fly with eager ſpeed at thy command; 
While men, with all their works, fooliſh or wiſe, 
Alike thou ſcorn'ſt as fooliſh in thine eyes. 
Yea, but a lictle, and the boaſted tow'r, 

Or worth of ages, at thy ſtroke ſhall fall; a 
The Earth ſhall moulder, and her dwellers all. 


Yet know thou, haughty King altho' on earth 
Great Arbiter thou art, tho' all whoſe birth 
On earth depends, muſt yield unto thy force, 
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or grate] deveffation'; yet remains 
A ſtate, beyond thy pow'r, where nought pertains 
To thee as Sov'reign ; where, all good outdone, 

All ills of Time are evermore unknown. 

There, dije and yrars their Franty face nefer row; 
But ceaſcleſs ſtreams of pureſt comforts flow; 


Methinks I hear the trumpet's ſolemn ſound ;, 
From pole to pole all hear'n and earth reſound: 
With voice divine the mighty herald cries, 


| _ « Ariſe, to judgment I quick and dead, ariſe 1. 


Death bears, amaz'd,—on ſudden open fly 


The Grave's wide gates,—the pris ners mount en 


high 3— 
HOT Ot. 
Then the contracted date of years ſhall ij ; 
Eternity looks full in ev'ry eye; L 
While Time, indignant, like another Saul, 
Diſgrac'd and ranquiſh'd, on his ſword ſhall fall. 


1 
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On the fame futje.—An Acaos ric. 


oe ce te ions nn tem; 
N cer-failing ; by th' all perfect hand impell'd, 
E v'n of the Gor or Sgasons, whoſe beheſts 
T hings, tho' inanimate and dead, obey.— 

H ow faichful, ſteady, unremitting ſtill, 

O f his ſet periods how obſervant, Time l 

U nder the guidance of Omniſcient {kill, . 

8 eaſons revolve, invariably fixt, 

A nd yet ſtill changing, fill agree bly new. 

N ow deck'd in ſmiling beauty firſt appears 

D clightful Spring, with vegetation quick 

S trewing the earth, and lively-looking verdure. 
E rewhile, bright Summer, roſy-deck'd, breaks forth, 
V ariouſly colour'd ; like his parent ſun, . 

E ffulgent and majeſtic all around ; 


N ature's bright face with glory ſpreading Oer. 
H eav'n-like, in bounty and munificence, . 


U nſparing Autumn, burden'd with ſupply,'. _ 
N ext makes his welcome entrance, with free hand 
D if- 
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D iſpenfing Nature's richeſt gifts to men. 

R ude Winter then ſacceeds, with ſullen front 
E refted, ſtern he looks, while muſt ring up 
D iſcordant clouds and vapours, be with rage 
A ttacks and overturns earth's beauties all, 
N or in their place leaves aught but glift'ring ſnow, 
D eceiving ice, or hollows filld with mire — 
E vn ſuch the courſe of Nature, ſuch the route 
I nrixniT®s WisD@M has for her ordain'd; 

G lorying in change, from ſtage to ſtage ſhe rides 
H er form in fome new ſtation to be feen 

T ceming with good, while onward ſtill ſhe goes, 
Y outhful and gay, to that bleſt period, when 
E ternal Happineſs ſhall crown the ſcene 

I n ſmiles ſeraphic, and ecſtatic bliſs, 

. G rowing thro' endleſs ages ſtill ; fublime, 

H igh, and extenſive as Perfection's ſelf, 

T he wiſh of Nature, and Creations joy. 


A RE- 


OT reg ann 
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4 REFLECTION. 
On AUTUMN. 


OW when the ſun his ardent race has run, 

And cooler airs ſweep Oer the ſpreading 
fields; 

When Summer's fiery heat begins t' abate, 

And uſhers in a milder ſeaſon ;—now 

Abroad to view the object of his hopes 

And ſupport of his life, his-ample fields, . 

Bedeck'd with all the gaiety of dreſs, 
And laden deep with Nature's choiceſt gifts: 
While yet the warming and enliv'ning fun 
Shines forth with vig'rous influence on the earth, 
To maturate its produce, and prepare, 
Of all its welcome benefits to Man. 


And heart-expanding pleaſure be begins 
To ſet his hinds to work ; with chearful brow, . 
And 
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And ready hand, they to the pleaſing toil 
Ply, ardent, till with perſevering ſteps, 
And unremitting labour, they cut down 
The ripen'd grain, which, into luſty ſheaves 
Binding, they rear, in order regular, 
As mon'ments of their induſtry. Meanwhile, 
By ſolar heat and rip'ning breeze, the crop 
Is harden'd and matur'd; uatil at length 
In riſing heaps into the floor tis brought, 
Where, being ſever'd from th' adhering chaff, 
"Tis in the gran'ry tor'd, there to remain, 
Till the continued wants of needy Man 

Ax for its rich ſupply.—Thus great th' effect 
Of honeſt Induſtry ! without it all the wealth 
And, like a flower from the root cut off, 
Would fade, and fall into oblivion. 


But ſtay ; nor here to Induſtry alone, 
Aſcribe the cauſe of all thoſe bleſſings. No; 
'Tis God, who makes his ſun to ſhine, and rain, 
With kindlieſt influence, from heav'n deſcend 
On th' evil and the good! His mighty hand 
Directs, 
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Directa, pervades, and over- rules the whole" 
His goodneſs tis, and rich munificence 
Supports our feeble race. Th inſpiring God, 
Whoſe breath invig'rates Nature's balmy pow'rs, 
And from her ſecret depths with ſpringing life 
Brings forth the food of gladneſs. To his pow'r 
Let us aſcribe the praiſe, and to his grace 
The honour due; let kindling love ariſe 
In ftrains of thankfulneſs; nor let the morn 
Nor ev n th' appointed rage of Winter's ſtorm, 
Without the ſong of gratitude, the glow 
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To a FriunD, on bir Marriage in Winter. 
[Reprinted.] 


AT OW hoary Winter ſtretches his domain 
Nipt with che rigour of inclement ſkies, 

The rural verdure languiſhes and dies ; 

The tender flocks that brous'd yon fields of late, 
Impatient fly to find ſome warm retreat : 

Sweet Philomel forgers her tuneful lay, 

Nor hails with melting ſtrains the dawn of day; 
All Nature ſtrive the nipping blaſts to ſhun, 

And long to ſee the chearing Spring's return : 
Strephon alone enjoys a warm cepoſe, — | 
And, *midft the chilling Morne, be burns and 
Aſk ye the cauſe, ye ſwains ? t Myro's charms 
That all her ſhepherd's ſoul with rapture warms ; 
"Tis ſhe alone that all his ſoul infpires, 
And animatcs his breaſt with ſoft deſires. 
And has the god of love at laſt been kind ? 
Has then his plcaſures fir'd my Strephor's mind ? 


*. & 


. 
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The thought of this invites the Muſe to fing, 
And tell the force of Love, all-conquering king ! 
Hail, univerſal paſſion ! boundlefs love ! 
Celeſtial offspring of the Pow'rs above ! 
Whom Nature's various ſubjects all obey, 
Whether that walk along the verdant plain, 
Wing the void air, or ſportive croud the main: 
Ev'n kings and potentates, the lords of all, 
Obedient yield to thy foperior call. 


Go aſk the lark, when genial Spring returns, 
Calls forth his mattins, and cxpands his wing 5 
Go aſk young Damon, why be thus complains, | 

| And vents his ardour in ſuch tender firains? : 

And ſounds Selinds's name along the glade ? 

men tell the charms unknown his paſſions move, 
Nor knows be,—but they are the charms of love. 
But, zes, you, when firſt your dee view'd, 
| A heav'n-bora maid, with cr'ry grace endu'd, 
15 A thou- 
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A thouſand pleafing joys your ſoul poſicis'd, 

And ſoon th' allmiring lover ood confels'd ; 

Yet tho unnumber'd joys your heart did move, 
You ſcorn'd to on they were the joys of Love: 
At laſt the god, whom long you did defpiſc, 

And ſhew'd you that 'twere vain thus to remove 
Your warm affeQtions from the force of Love. 
Would thou have thus fo long diſdain'd bis fires 7, 
Wouldf thou have thus deſpie'd his laws and rules. 
And nam'd (as oft you did). all lovers-fook ? 
And are content to love as others do; 

No longer can you Cupid's pow'r withſtand, . 
But yield obedient to his great command, 
His laws and inſtitutions all approve, — 

A conſtant worry of the god of Love l 


The choiceſt bleſſings round your nuptial bed ! 
May you, poſſeſi d of beautcous Myra's charms, 
Long live in peace, to fill her longing arms; 

H 2 


Bleſs'd 


- 
. 
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Bleſs'd with a happy offspring, that may ſhare 
Heav's's lib'ral bounties, and your tend'reſt care } 
May they, inſtruQed by their fire's command, 
Grow up like olive plants beneath your hand, 
And learning how to walk in Wiſdom's ways! 
May ſuch a happy lot, my friend, be yours, 
Beneath the conduct of the heav'nly pow s;; 
And when at laſt you are with years bow'd down, 
A bleſſed exit all your labours crown, 
By which, transferr'd to beay'n's refulgent ſhore, 
You'll live, and love, and rcign for evermore ! 


VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 3. 


eee ce Did Feicractle extflence, 


On ne peut le compreadre, Fignorer 
La oix de Fanivers annonce fa puilunce, 5 


Eve Ga cn dn gn four Fadever. - . 


. nook Winter's northern dne 
And loud e GOD, who reigns be- 
low! : 


| The Revelation neter had fhewn her face, 
The pure Religion newer had bled our land; = 
In the revolving Scaſons we may trace 
The grand diſplay of a faperior hand. 
What demon can poſſeſs the ſoul of him who aims 
Te cob the Deity of ſuck exalted claims ? 


A3 + 
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Os the Gun Tuanxscrivine, 
July 29, 1784. 


' ONG have the angry Pow'rs, indignant, aim'd, 
By dint of arms to conquer Albion's ſons ! 
Their flects afſembled—armics throng d the plain, 
And Wars collected ſtores expor'd to view: 

Ocean exchang'd his native hue for gore, 
And Death and Carnage held imperial ſway. 
But now Bz1Tann1a fees the ſcene revers'd ; 
She views, enraptur'd, the diſpelling cloud, 
Spreading from Indus to the frigid zone. 
An ambient gleam pervades the whole expanſe, 
Erewhile o'erſhadow'd with a ſable gloom : 
The thunder's huſh d the ſtorm has ſpent its 

rage; a 

The banner's furl'd—the glitt ring ice! is heath'd; 
The corflei's laid afide—the ſpear is dropt ; 
The hoftile bands of Deſolation gone, 
To cultivate the finer arts of Peace. 
Pues yes; All-gracious Heaven condeſcends 
To 


91 
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ite Ile ; 
Idefs to her fav'rite 
To w: again to clevate ber throne, 


: oY ign Prince of Peace, 
e „ en eee 
* be, ex . 
Supreme Diſpoſer vents 
And "pag 
« Hear, 
concerns of empires 
« The vaſt 4 
Deign accept the tributary 
bo pi theyfnd, on this folema day Y 
= — — 
- bleſſings like the rays _ 
: = 1 1 hs 
7 ſhall fair Commerce ſpread looſen'd 
* Then ſha] air | 
1 1 
| Arts and Sciences upli their . 
2 and e e 
« And Peace 888 ** 
we flouriſh under 
we 
« Thus may 
= = 


* Un. 


* 
| 
| 
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% Unknown to faQtion,. or to party-zeal, . 


« (Thoſe baleful Tources of inteſtine broils j 
« Flouriſh-—until th Archangel lift his hand, 
And ſwear aloud, that time ſhall be ne mort t* * 


ODE „ PRINTING. 


fame |— 
High-are the honours ſacred to thy name | * 
The Mouſcr boaſt—the pride of claſſic lore;-. 
Imagination, with ber rapid wing, 


_ Ranges Creation to her utmoſt bound, 


And views thy won&'rous-inflecnce around ; . 
Sees the rude favage poliſh'd into Man, 
And form'd to aQt his part in Nature's plan 


His manners ſoften'd, and his mind fet free - 


From mental gloom, and blacker tyranoy, . 
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Fair Liberty laid open to his view, 
And made her nobler objects to purſue. 
And Merit woos thee to her longing arms; 

Pure Science walks thy conſecrated way, 

And Ign'rance flies before thy dazzling rey; 
Error, abafh'd, lies gaſping at thy tread, 

And Superſtition hangs her abject head: 
Ranſacks thy treaſures with an anxious care; 
While Pallas decorates the votive ſhrine 
At which he bows, with all ſubmiſſion led, 
And plants the blooming laurel round his 
The able Stateſman, fir'd with ardent zeal 
For Magna Charta, and the public weal, 
Breaks forth, enraptur'd with a manly glow, 
And paints thy virtues with a gen'rous flow 
Of eloquence, that captivates the mind, 

Nor leaves a trace of doubtfulnefs behind, 
Decins you the grand palladium of the State, 
And fit alone to make a nation great— 


Great, 
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Great, as BarTannrs, in her tow'ring pride, 
And hail'd the Miſtreſs of the World befide, 
Whoſe foxr of genine glory in thy name, 

And daily add freſh triumphs to thy fame. 

| The” vain the Mouſe accumulates her lays, 

To ſwell thy tide of well-deſerved praiſe, 
Secluded and remote, ſhe'll perſevere, 

Nor think thy dignity beyond her ſphere ; 

For tho' ſhe meant to plow the wat'ry main, 
Climb rhe ſteep mount, or ſport along the plain; 
Whether ſhe fit upon the lap of Wealth, 

Pine with diſeaſe, or bloom with roſrate health, 
Softens the tempeſt, and diſpels the ſtorm ;, 
Brightens the horror of inclement ſkics, . 

While Fancy, ever ſportive, unconſin d. 
Stretches her ev'ry power o'er the mind: 
Whether ſhi *ſcape where deſolating War 

Hews down the-ranks, .or ſcales the lofty wall, 
Regels the faulchion, or avoids the bel.. 


Sounds . 
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Sounds the retreat, or haſtens to the charge, 
And deals the thanderboks of death at large : 
Or if, fatigu'd with viewing ſcenes of blood, 
She takes her ſtation on the briny flood ; 
Sees Commerce ſpread her wealth-acquiring ſail, 
Glorying to ſee her colour'd fireamers fly, 
= ” 
Or does the yet forſake the raging main, 
And join the gambols of the fylvan ſwain, 
Where, pleas'd, Induſtry wears a chearing ſmile, 
And plys ber finews to the gainful toil z 
Where the gay nymph attends her fleecy care, 
Blythe as the morn, and like the noow-day fair; 
Where, light and glad, the lambkins frifk and 
play, 

While lift ung hinds attend to Dams lay, 
Whoſe melting ſtrains, in notes harmonious, prove 
To all around, tlic force of conqu'ring Love.— 
In ev'ry lation, ev'ry ſhiking fene, 
Where thou, O Purine 1 , thy comely 


| The 
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The ſhades of night, that wont to clothe the world, 
Are quick diſpers'd, and to oblivion burl'd, | 
No more to envelop what Heav'n defign'd | 
Should chear, enrich, and dignify the mind. | 


On ering the Miniature Profle of the late Rev. 


Dr. ALEXANDER WEBSTER, 


— with peculiar grace, 
Pourtray'd the fr liteng of the fare 

| Where dignity and pure beney'lence ſhone, 

Bright as the orbs in yonder horizon. 

The air majeſtic, and the upright mien, 

Are here, in miniature, ap es; 

W on 

The orphan's guardian, and the widlow's ſtay, 

Dart on the mind with penetrating ray : 

He did unfold Religion's facred plan, 

And paint her variegated joys to Man, ns 
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Tracid Vice and Virtue thro? their ſev'ral climes, 
And laſk'd the reigning follies of the times. 

Soft be thy ſlumbers, venerable Shade 
Erewhile whoſe virtues amply were diſplay d: 
Dear to the feelings of the good and juſt, 
Thou wilt remain, tho mould'ring in the duſt— 
Remain without the aid of Art to ſcan, 

All that was grand and excellent in Man 


_ 4 
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Yo Mr. CODER on bis arriving in Edinburgh, 
Aug. 4, 1787. 


/ ELCOME, thrice welcome to Edine's plains, 
Kind Mitigant of dire Misfortune's pains ! 

Thy heart, replete with ſympathetic glow, = 

Buoys up the pond'rous load of human woe ! 

"Tis thine to fee! the penetrating groan, 

| To eaſe the wretch from Death's corroding 

And bealth and gladneſs to bis ſoul impart ; 

I Win 
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With anxious care to ſearch where mis rĩes dwell, 
And reign triumphant in the gloomy cell. 

Go on, thou great Philanthropiſt ! go on, 

The admiration of the wond ring throng z 
Purſue thy grand, thy truly godlike plan, 
Fraught with the choiceſt benefits to Man, 
Till thy career of mercy's fully run, 
And thou ſhalt ſhine with God like yonder ſun, 
When thy Great Pattern calls thee to appear, 
And ſounds his gracious welcome in thine car, 
Poſſeſs the crown I have prepar'd ron THERE, 
« 7 woas IN PRISON, and thou cam'fl to me.” 


A SPEECH 
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A SrzzCH from the Tragedy of Macbeth altered; 
Enter Macbeth ſolus. 
from hell! 
But true it is, juſt as the fiends foretold; 
* All hail! O Thane of Cawdor!” that's fulfill d: 
Did they not alſo ſay, 1 ſhould be king? 
Ah ! this exceeds belief; but yet if Chance 


3 
Was not my mind haraſs'd with hideous forms, 
To royal grandeur with a ſingle gaſh 


Thro' Duncar's heart, who now oppreſs'd with: 


Stretch'd on his bed invites the fatal blow. 
But how can I, with ſacrilegious hands, 

Murder the Lord's anointed ? and beſides 
A king, a friend, a gueſt, all the ſtrong ties, 
Of duty, love, and friendſbip, do conſpire, 
With tenfold force, to diſappoint my wiſhes 3 


E 2 But 


* 


Will have me king, why, Chance may alſo crown: 


pd 
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But wild Ambition overleaps them all, 

And falls with vengeance on poor Duncar's head: 
There's but this ſingle act, and I am king; 

Shall Duncan's life forbid me to be king? 

Heav'ns | no; I'm not the firſt that for a crown 
Have burſt thro' Nature's ties, have pull'd the 
ſword, 

Recking with gore, out from a parent's heart, 

And ſtabb'd young infants, ſmiling at the breaſts 
Of ſlaughter d mothers | come, ye ſprites of night, 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, topful 

Of direſt cruclty, and horrid wrath, 

That no compunCtions, viſitings of Nature, 
Shake my fell purpoſe, or keep pace between 
Th' effect and it] Come, blackeſt, thickeſt Night, 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoke of hell! 
That my keen ſword ſee not the wound it makes, 


Nor Heav'n peep thro' the curtain of the dark, 
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PaoLoGUE to Macbeth, afed in private. 


IGHT worthy Sirs, you're welcome ev'cy one, 

To ſee our play, and take what cheer you 
cant. f 

We do no modern comedy preſent you, 

We know, philoſophers have finer taſtes, 

Than love inſipid puns, or ſmutty jeſts; 

Such things your fops and bullies may purſue, 

But ne er can pleaſe ſuch learned wits as you. 

In tell you then, —but—ah J. I have forgot it 

It. — cannot - be, I'm ſure that once I wrote it, — 

Ay, this is it, Great Shakeſpeare, was, we find, 


A mighty dabbler in the buman mind, 
And knew the various paſſions of mankind. 
So knowing ſuch an author beſt would fit 


So learn'd an audience, and ſuch men of wit, 
We offer his Macberb to you to-night. 


Met once with witches, - but what's that to you? 
5 13 A witch !- 
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Aich 1—fob! foh! it ſmells of ſuperſtition ! 

| Suck whimbies do not ſuit your dilpolation z 

You all have learn'd more wiſdom, I'll engage, 

Than burn your grand-dams for no crime but 
age 3 

Yet ſuch the times were when our author wrote, 

Which caue'd him introduce them in his plot, < 

But we have thought it fit to leave them out. 

eee, dats HPP 
applauſe——1 mean, if we deſerve it. 
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On FRIENDSHIP. 
To the amiable A. . 


1 


rr by 
= * And fable has clothed the world, 

And all the fair glories of Night 
Are clear to the ſenſes unfurl'd ; 
| Where Ferth (that deep murmuring fiream) 
lis varied beauties diſplay, 

By Lund's pale glittering beam, 
I penſive and thoughtfully ſtray. 


II. 
| Thro' village, thro? hill, and thro' dale, 
The flocks, tended ſafe by their ſwains, 
No more ſpread delight thro” the vale; 
Philander forſopk has his fair, 
| Enraptur'd, he tunes not the reed, 
But flumbers, devoid of all care, 
Till Morning enliven the mead : 
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No paſſion diſturbeth his peace, 

Or ruffle the bent of his mind ;. 
The allies of Vice ever ceaſe 

His judgment to bias or blind : 
1 

And ſcreen him from every blame, 


IV. 

Hail, Friend/bip! thou bleſfng divine | 
Vouchſafed to ſcatter abroad | 

Thy genial influ'nce benign, 

Thro' all the creation of God! 

Ennoble my heart with thy lore ! 

Thee? each intelleftual powr, 

| And grand me from unforcen harms 


| 3 
If Fortune (falſe mutable dame !) ; 
Should ſmile at my proſperous fate, 
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Or Poverty blacken my name, 
By ſuddenly changing my ſtate; 
Forbid I ſhould e er want a Friend, 
To welcome him into my bow'r, 
In every darkening hour. 
| . VI. 
Anticipates every care; 
And baniſhes every fear: 
He feelingly vents the deep ſigh, 
When enemies cunning annoy; 
The ſorrowful tear he can dry, 
Or loudly exult in my joy. 


VII. 
Should Ignorance, Error, or Guile, 
Win Malice—lay plans for my harm, 
Allure with her powerful charm ; 
The friendly and well-tim'd rebuke, 
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- 


Can eaſily aid me to brook 


VII. 
Of Reaſon attentively hear; 4 
Be cautious in making her choice, 
And follow blind Paſſion with fear. 
Give her bliſs, flowing ftill without pauſe, 
= 
Of Falſchoed's decoying ſoft theme, 
Whoſe projects are dark as the grave, 
And ſubtle his every ſcheme ! 
Who faithful and conſtant will prove !' 
And for her may my wiſhes aſcend 
The throne that is ſacred to. Love . 


_ AMAN-. 
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AMANDA: COMPLAINT, « Pasro. 
RAL : Occafroned by a young Gentleman in the 


= 
rn ata? 

Alas! muſt my ſwain and I part? 

In vain ev'ry paſtime I woo, 
| To caſe the deep wound in my heart! 
Farewell, ye ſweet meads of delight! 
Ye ftreams, that meandering flow 4 
For Damon is torn from my fight, 
And left his Amands in woe. 


3 n. 
Te ſhepherds, that dance on the plain, 
With ſpirits unclouded and fair, 
Your ſports fill Amands with pain, 
For why ? her fond ſhepherd's not there ; 
O bleſt were our moments of love, 
Wich rapture we ſpent the long day; 
And ſmil'd on vur innocent play. 


— 


— 
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-- on 
But here, now, alas ! I muſt mourn 

The abſence of him I adore, | 
And anxiouſly wait his return 
To me, and fair Scotia's ſhore : 

Tis glory that calls him from home; 
His courage is ſpread far and wide 
His laurels are quite in their bloom, 
| And ſhall in full bloſſom abide. 


IV. 

Each day I attend on my flock, 
Each night that I do them enfold, 
Shall aid me the gods to invoke, 

My favourite ſwain to behold : 
© ſoon may he fill theſe fond arms, 
| When honour hath crowned his name, 
And ſent him to feaſt on thoſe charms, 
80 due to his valour and fame 


. N * 
n 


* 
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ExTEMPORE— On a young Lady leaving Town. 


110 POEM s, Es. 


Monf. —— 4 fon LI r. 


—— IIELY 00 0 FRE, 
Lit! où je nais, ei ou je meurs; 

Tu nous fais voir combien voiſins 

Sont nos plaiſirs et nos chagrins. 


[Tranſlation.] 


— to his Bx D. 


THEATRE of ſorrow and of joy ! 
Where I was born, and where I die ; 

From thee we learn how near (he cry'd,) 

Our pains and pleaſures are ally'd ! ” 


SCOTE 


SC OTS POE MS. 


Os BIRTH-DAY ODES.—7 a rainp. 


 Youxc. 
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II. 
To read their fu ſome, puſſimg lays, 
Wad gar ane think their votaries 
An free frac a the waefu days 
Nane o' us wants. 


A three fa' on—whar is the chicld 
For ony time can keep the field, 
Or ſtan' his groun', 
Without he hae ſome better ſhield 
Than's aften foun'? 
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V. 
It does fa' out, for worthy ends, 
That ſome miſ-ſhanter maun attend *s ; 
But yet for this to mak amends, 
Let it be minded, 
The thorns w? roſe ablie blends, 


| The' we be blinded. 


VI. 
Some folk will curſe an' bann the day 
Their mithers in o' them did lay, 
Folk may forget it ; 
Do they do weel, will ony ſay, 
' To be ſae pettit? 
VII. : 
Allow they hae ſome cauſe to yammer, 
Wha diſna find Affliction's hammer? 
It gars us a* whiles ſiot an' ſtammer, 
An' girn an' ſcauP, 
2K 
To ven our ſaul: 


116 SCOTS POEMS. 


Whai poverty an' pain has ſhook ?— - 

For ilka body has a crook 
In their ain lot, 

An ever think it warſt to brook, 


85 IX. 
Life is a bleing—rightly us'd, 
A curſe—whanever it's abus d: 
To ken what is to be refus'd, 
Or what purſud, 

Shou'd gay an aften on be mus d, 
X. 
Let you an' me, my canty frien', . 

Be ſure to fright aw the ſpleen, 
Nor wr a ſour mou” Cer be ſeen, 
: Whate' er betide us: 
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; II. 
For tho' we may na get our fill 
O' what our nibour has at will. 
It haus we hae na muckle ſxill, 
Gin we be crabbit; 
For ilka diſh is ſure to ſpill | 
: Wuhan Oer fair ſtappit. 
III. 
Wuhan we are laid ancath the groun', — 
It diſna matter tho' we foun 
The good or ill & life gaun roun', 
Is fix*d—ar' we lie ſafe a four”, | 19 
As ony lamb. 


XIII. 
But lang may you, my boneſt ——, 
O rowth o daintics hae your fill aye, 
Nor er a toom pouch Cer look fillic, 
But blythe an bauf aye ; 
Sac fare ye weel, my hearty billic, 
Tos, 


Janzs MacauLar. 3 
The 


| 
| 
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JAMIE od PEGGY. 


A PasTORAL. 


Ne” while my flocks are feeding roun' the 
| brae, | 

Fil to my Meg as faſt as I can gae; 

Reger, my honeſt lad, you'll ſee them right, 

An' wear them 2 down to the Latch gin night 

| To cool their gabs, but, bleſs you, tak gude tent 

O yon white ſouthlan tup, that looks aſlent, 

For tho a dainticr beaſt was never ſhorn, 

He winna ſtan* to put you w? his horn. 


Now, Peggy, laſſie, tell me what's the cauſe, 
You're grown ſac cauldrife to me be you was: 
Hech, Sirs ! to think bow I hae ſeen the day, 
Whan in her caller cruve my laſfic lay, = 
She wad hae laugh'd for joy to ſee me near, 

Syne crun'd, an* ſung ſac loud as I might hear, 

There nane ſac fair as my ain truclove James 

Syne laugh'd again, an' ca'd me bonny names; 
Ar, 
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An', that ſhe might at ance complete my bliſs, 
Fa'n r my arms, an hafflins ſought a kiſs. 

But now, alas! nae mair fic days I ſee; 

You look's *gin I were hatefu' F your ce: 
What gars you gloom, an* baud me at your door ? 
Do I look war - far d nor I did afore ? 

What ails you at me ?—Gin you winna tell, 
Tu gang awa', an' maybe hang myſel! 
Look, laſs, I trow your bean will loup to fee 
Sic ten braw apples I hae pu'd for thee; z; 
Aw gin you will uae mair your laddie ſcorn, 

| I'll maybe bring you ither ten the morn; | 
There, too, {I'm fure it coſt me nne ſma pain, 
I wrought it e ertheſtreen upo* the plain,) 

A garlan' o braw ſpinks an crawfcet made, 

I ſhap'd it ſae as juſt to fit your head; 

But fin? you're nae mair kindly nor you've been, 
PH rive t 2? bits afore your very een. 


O PH -O, poor Famie's heart's fu? ſair, 
Yet tho you brawly ken't you dinna care: 
Sac hard a heart Pm ſure was never ſeen 3 
L-with I rather had a bumbee been, 


abs 
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Nor fic a luckleſs herd ; ſac ſhou'd I not 

Stan' langer here like ony grainin fot ; 

Gin I were ane o they, fu' aft ſhou'd 1 
Scud in amang the flow'rs on whilk ye lic, i 
An' while fu trigly at your fide I lay, 

Wad glowr upo* you & the live lang day. 


Now, weel ken I, & 2 the pow'rs above, 
There nane ſac grievous as the ane ca'd Love; 
Sure, he's been foſter d by ſome ſavage beaſt, 
By ſome wild lion, or a tod at leaſt, 
Wha fac can maſter my haill ſaul at anes, 

An' melt the very marrow i” my banes! 
O tell me, Meg, whar's 4 your pity gane? 
I'm ſure your heart's now hafflins turn'd to ſtane 


O Sirs! what wae am heavy dool I bear! 
Yet that ill-natur'd creature winna hear; 
Weel, fin' it's fac, I'll fling ava my crook, 
An' tak a loup out o'er yon muckle rock 
Into the ſea, whar, failing in his boat, | 
Will Haddeck fees the mairſwine round him | 
float ; Elo 
IT L |  Dromn 
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Drown I, or drown I no, I maiſt cou'd ſwear, 
Shell laugh her fill, gin ance ſhe ſaw me there. 


Ah, Meg ! fell weel I kend the ither day, 
You wad grow fauſe, an g?e your lad foul play 
For no lang ſyne, while becking i the ſun, 

I leugh to ſee my lambs ſcud o'er the lin, 
Syne ſaw a blade faſt ſticking to my hoſe, 
Ari, being freety, ſtack it up my noſe ; 
But, lack-a-day ! althoꝰ it fair did bite, 
Nae blood cam out but what was unco white ; 
Auld Geedy, too, wha tho' ſhe's ha'f a de'il, 
Yet prophecies the trouth whiles gay an' wel, 
For but laſt owk, I met her F the glen, 
Gath'rin' ſome peas, an? tald her 4 my pain, 
Syne gae her ſomething for to try her ſkill 

An ſpac my fortune, be whate'er it will: 
I ſaid nae mair 3 the carlin at firſt gird 
Drew mony an unco ſcore upo* the yird, 
Syne turn d about, an mumbled o'er her grace, 
An held a ſowen fieve afore her face; 
At length ſhe tald me that I liked thee, 
But that ye didna care a ſauff for me. 
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Weel, Meg, I'll maybe gar you rue the day 
Whan firſt your canker'd tongue did ſay me nay :. 
I hae a bruckit ewe, I like ſu' dear, 

That has a pair o lambies ika year, 

An' mony a time I diena ſtan to tell 

That nc'er a ane ſhou'd get her but yourſell ;; 
But fin' my heavy mane you winna bear, 

An? laughs an' taunts at 4 the wacs I bears 
rn gre my ewe to nane © fic a fort, 

But to ſomebody that will thank me for't.. 
There's black-ee d. Fenny, Willie Gibſon's o- 
Wha's Cen as fair's yourſell, tho no ſac coy, 
That aft times prays for z' aboon the lift, 
That I wad gie bert for her new-year's gilt; 
An' weel I wat, poor laſſic, ſhe ſhall hac't, 
Sin you deſpiſe my love at fic a rate. 
Fl to yon tree that grows amang the corn, 
There while I fit, ſhe'll maybe caſt her ec, 
Fot ka laffic's no a ſtane like thee. 


I mind whan ance Tam Wallace, briſk an' gay, 


Wr apples in his ban*, upon a day, 
| L2 4 
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An' your ain couſin Kirftic try'd a race ; 
Hech | how the colour ſtartit in her face | 
An' fell up to the very lugs in love! 
O Peggy ! mony a ſtory I cou'd tell, 
But were na ha'f fac ill 2s you to gain, 
But this wad do nae good, fu' weel I ken. Z 
My heart is fick to think that you're fac ſby ; 
My bead will rive, an yet you carna by ! 
Fu gang aw, and break my pipe an horn, 
An lie on the cald yird frac een to morn, 
Au let Tod-lowrie eat me t your fight, 
Am whan I'm dead, I'm fure you'll ance be right ! 
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MELANCHOLY.—4 Tait. 


* the night, an? frae the angry: 
Whan Mrn a wander'd, in a dolefu* mood, 
To whar yon muntain hings out o'er the flocdz - 
Her een ſhe threw around in wild deſpair, 
Ar mix'd her fighs, unnotic'd, wi' the air; 
The bluſt'rin* winds partook her penſive moan, 
An' their rough murmurs mingled wi” ilk groan: 
. Ah me! (ſhe cries,) why has the Fates decreed, 
That my poor heart in agony maun bleed, 
That I maun fa a prey to hapleſs love, 
«. An' a the pangs of diſappointment prove? 
. Whan firſt I ſaw my CoLax's pleaſan face, 
His comely manner, an' attractive grace, 

« An ecſtacy I foun' unkend afore, 
AA Cupid led me captive at his pot; 
«- The wity elf for me prepar'd his dart, 
* A took an aim ſucceſsfu' at my heart, 

L 8: «& That” 


26 8. 
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« I neꝰer ſhall meet vupo' the verdant plain, 

« The ſoft endearments o' the ſylvan ſwain : 
« For CoLix I maun ſpen my days in grief, 
| © Or in this troubled ocean ſeck relief; 

<« The hindmoſt I embrace I an' now adieu, 
« Ye nymphs, an' a' the gambols ye purſue l 


* Fareweel, ye flocks, wha clain'd my conſtant 


< care! | 

« Your Mr fa's a viQtim to deſpair ; 

&«© To Melancholy's awtu' pow'r a prey, 

« An' leaves the warld without a chearing ray 
« Q hope, that wont an antidote to prove 
« To 2 the palpitations rais'd by love. 
« Let not my ſwain hear o my fatal doom, 

„That gart me ſeek this undulating tomb; 
« Allow him to enjoy the ſweets o life, 

« Ar let his comforts aye be pure, an' rife ; 
* The beſt o' bleſſings crown his days wi' joy, 
« An' calm repoſe his plealing nights employ ; 


« May guardian fp'rits him rouů their vigils 


2 
She ſaid—un' plung d into the ruthleſs deep! 


To 


< . 
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10 CHEARTFTULN ESS. 
. 
"Tis impious in a good man to be fad. | 
Youne- . 1 
. 
„Ä . 
Your pleaſing ſmile, an winning grace; 5 
In thee we ilka feature trace tha | 
 Ax' true delight... 
II. 
Whan I ar'* twa three ither chiels 
Think fit to range achort the Ges; | 
To pree the ſweets that Nature yiel's'- 
To ilka lown, 
| Gin ye be trotting at our heels 


We winna frown. 
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III. 

For gang to ony place we lite, 

Wade thro” the loch, 222 

An' wearicd be as ony tyke 
'Whan night comes on, 

No ane gi'es e er a fidge or fyke, 
Or yet a-moan, 


IV. 
See yonder wee bit theiket hut, 
That juſt contains a ben an” but, 
An' yet wha's door is never ſhut 
To antrin fouk ; 
There you baith mirth an“ glee hae put 
In ilka nook. 


. V. 
Whan Winter hauds the warld in chains, 
An' ſaawy wreaths adorn the plains, 
Whan folk can jimply gang their lanes 
For fear of coupins, 
The cottar cade a z* his wancs 
Are canty louping. 


An 


5 „ — 
r 
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A' whan the ſeaſon taks a turn, 

An' Phebus ſmiles on bank an* burn; 
„ 
The ruſtic toil, | 
Clkataing how „ä cane 
| Their joy to ſpoil, 


VII. 

They find nane ©” the ills that cleave- 
To gentry, wha, forſooth, maun live 
As they had nac account to give | 

For what they waſte ;_ 
vir ret 

A doubly bleſt. 
What tho they canna brag o gear? 
Yet what they hae they needna fear 
Will ever to them be a ſnare 

To gang aſtray ; - 
Sin' thou, ſweet maid ! art kindly near. 
To point the way. 


- 
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They hae eneugh for Nature's claim, 
To cleed the back, an fill the wame; 
Au ony thing that looks extreme, 

ix therefore never is their theme, 
X 
Thus man, gudewiſe, an' bairnies U, 
Frae you their ilka comfort draw ; 
Liſe, ablins, ſhe wad get a fa', 
To her diſgrace. 


— 
Say, ye wha fit on Fortune's knee, 
Yet ſweet content do never pree, 
What thing in niffer wad ye gie 
| For fic a ſtate, 
Whar nought but happineſs we ſee 
Baith air am late ? 
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AI. 

For tho yon haughty, pridefu' lord 
Turns o'er an' o'er his gowden board, 
He thinks nacbody docs afford 

Him due reſpect, 
Without they watch his ilka word, 


But bleſſings on your ſonſy face, 

Fair, roſy goddeſs, Chearfulneſs ! 

Wr you we only can poſſeſs 
A peacefu mind, 

An', whan Death comes to change our bliſs, 
Fit quite ref g- d. 
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T7 HAPPINESS. 


1. 
Warn. ye ſyking get ! 
You're no like to be ſettled yet: 
I thought that you had ta en the pet 
For gude an' ', 
An' mony a time was made to fret 


Your gaun aw”. 


| II. 
I've ſought you till Tm maiſt done out 
WY mony an unco weary rout 
A roun' the kintry, far about 
Frae place to place, 
An, tho' I ga'ed an' ran fu ſtout, 
You wan the race. 


m. 
A muckle houſe, an ſteeples on't, 
Wr bony gravel walks in front, 
1 ſought you there, for you had wont 
Toe like braw dwillings; 
* _ 


* * 


11 
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But I was tald you'd gane to hunt 
Ayont che Lawlans. 
' 
A wee bit clachan being near, 
I pa'cd to it, an' had nae fear 
O getting you wi little ſpier, 
Being ſure to find you 3 
But you'd been miſs'd for mony a year, 
few cou'd mind you. 


V. 
I cam frac that, an' was fou douf, 
No lighting on your hidden houf, 
While Aka colly tyke play'd wouf, 
A barked fair, 
But yet I durſt na lend a gouf, | 
For fear o“ mair. 


VI. 

Upon as fine a riſing green 
As ane wad with to caſt their een, 

Tua three young laſſes, trig an clean, 

Mere buſy dancing; 


4 She's 


— 
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« She's there (laid I), you weel may ween,” 
An' was advancing : 
vn. 

But bow it was, I winna ſay, 
Ane dang anither down the brae, 
Ar kicked up an unco fray. 

Amang the reſt,. 
Sac you took leg an ran away, 


VAIL. 
Night coming on, I was right fain 
To ſeek a ſhelter frac the rain, 
That blatter'd i” my face amain,. 
Forby the wind, 
Was maiſt dung blind. 


T'was na lang © ſpying out 

A gay ſaug, decent kind © hut; 

Lraig'd the ſneck, an had nac doubt 

| O' being free 
M 2 we Frae 


* A 
a > * 
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Frac a“ the blaſts that blew thereout ; 
But ah ! waes me |— 


X. 
I gat an unco lie that night; 
An' tho' I was a weary'd wight, Ee 
I cou'dna ſleep a wink wi? fright, 
95 For mony an bour, 
An' ſoon heard word you'd ta; en your flight 


II. 
| Oh! fic a girning, fyring pack ! 
| They gart my very lugs 4 crack, 
For man an wife ſeem'd on the rack 
To tempt ilk ither, 
An' Diſcord diQtate* a“. they ſpak 
To ane anither. 


III. 


Gin I but ſaw the light o day 
To leave fic tulzic an affray * 
As gangs on here, 


SCOTS POEMS 37 


Par hung ee gt fe ploy 
Nang fickan gear. 


I 'gat my wiſh,— for morning cam ; ; 
An' tho' my ſleep was but a ſham, . 
I dreſt myſell, an' ſought a dram, 

| Tyme took the ue, 
In hopes o finding out your hame : 
But na, no yet: 


XIV. - 
For far an' near I ga'cd that day, 
A was a weary'd lump o clay; 
To ilka fell miſchief a prey 
I thought wylell, — 
* O whar's ſhe to -I aft did fay, - 
dt fu ſaell, 


XV. 
Lean d me down afide a burn, 
An' there my thoughts took mony a turn, 
How you ſhou'd let your callans mourn, 
Aye gaun aw, 
M 3: By 
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By turning tail an? at think mm 
For nought ava : 
XVI. 
For he that diſna uſe you weel, 
Maun be an unco thoughtleſs chiel ; 
1 never was wy way, a tweel, 
To do you fkaith ; 
Ta rather muckle better feel” 
Some o your wrath : 


For the I row'd in nc'cr fac mackle, 
Or yet was ſcrimp—you'd get a pickle, 
| For you an' me maun ſurely buckle, 
Nae mair to part, 
Az I hae fix d (you needna chuckle,) 
Tou next my heart. 


XVII. 
But to return unto my journey 


No thinkin't canny ftil: to mourn aye, 
Whar I was fitting, 
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Reſolv'd wi' v my bir to ſpurn you, 
XIX. 

But coming near my ——'s door, 

A place I ſought you aft afore, © 5 

I thought I ſaw you on the floor, | 

An' wanting me. 

ese ben i o'er, 

| — 


XX. 


An' now, my bonny winſome dame, 

Sit down your wa',—mak this your hame; 

Ar? tho? you've been a wee to blame, 
Sin' you confeſs t, 

You needna think o'er muckle ſhame 

For what is paſt. 
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ODE A MEMOREY.. 


3 I. 
JAIL, ſecret-pleafing, myſtic por i- 
Solace in ev'ry mirky hour! 
| Wha wadaa wiſh thee, o'er an' Oer, 
Within his Gghe, 
Secluded in thy Mantuan bow'r 
Frae morn to night ? 7 
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Tranſported wi? ſupreme delight, - - 
To hear thy voice 


IV. 

The thought of bliſs enjoy'd lang fyne, - 

W? thee its reliſh ne er can tine, | 

But ſpread a pleaſure o'er the min”, 
Refin'd an' pure, 

That ſocial hearts wad no reſign 

For ony lure. 


= V. 
Wuhan only maybe five or fax, 
Folk heard our filly puerile cracks, 
They didna heed's, but turn'd their backs 
On fic an age; 
In years mair ſage. 
| VI. 
Whan climbing up the dyke, or tree, 
We wore our claes, or hurt our knee, 
An' ablins juſt to catch a flee, — 
This was ca'd folly ; 


we 
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But what o that ?—we'd nought to git 
VI. 
RefleQtion, wi her frightfu' tale, 
Dur tender minds did neꝰ er affail ; 
An void of care, 


Did Winter 4 the rivers lock, 
Ar day-light fail. by four o'clock ? 

Couꝰ d bide the cad, 
In youthfu' bloom we bore the hock, 


Still blythe an' bauld, 


IX. 
Aws' to ſkaitch, or ſee the curling, 

Whar formerly the ſtream ran purling, . 
What ecſtaſy, to hear the hucling 
Frac fide to de! 


White 
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While aulder bods were babees birling, 
We took our flide. 


. 


The Muſe, earaprur'd, might rehearſe, 
In rural, ſweet Habbean verſe, 
Thoſe fume joy that wer were ere, 


O happy hours I whan in the deep 


We plung'd down frac the bank fac ſteep, 
A raiſe like ony druket ſheep — 

han juſt new ſhorn, 
We never than had cauſe to weep, 
Or look forlorn. 


III. 


Delightfu' period o our days! 
That thus inſpires the Muſe's lays; 
Sweet Men/ry come, an“ Air the praiſe | 
The eager gives 


- - 
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Thine be the laurel, thine the bays 


| a * 
By thee, o former time ſhe ſings, 
Tunes up her harp, an' ſoun's the ſtrings 
An' to thy ſhrine ſhe humbly brings 
Attend, an' ſtill expand her wings, 
To mount again | 
XIV. 


An' whan ſhe's auld an' fail'd wr years, 
Au Time has filler'd o'er ber hairs, 
Be thou at han”, to quell her fears, 
Ere Death clip, wi' his fatal ſhears, 
Her thread & life | 
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T7 HOPE. 


We ſhould hope for every thing that is good, becauſe 
deere is nothing which may not be hoped for, and no- 
thing but what the gods are able to give us. 


Lixvus$. 


I. 
T endearing, gladſome fame! 
In auld an young you're aye the ſame 
O' life the conſtant prop! | 
Sure, 1 the bleſſings that attend s, 
Come frac the happineſs thou ſends, 
Inchanting goddeſs, Hape“ 


II. 
The? Sorrow dog us up an down, 
Ar? Melancholy's canker'd frown 
| Shou'd mark us for her ain 

Gin ye be near, the mirk diſpela, 
Our faul in ſwect Elyfium dwells, 

And pleaſant paints the ſcene. 

: 1 | 1 
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III. 
O wretches doom d to fin* the force 
O Mirrys iron rod ! 
How black an? dreary is the mind, 
Thy comforting abode { 


IV. 

Tak up thy dwalfing in our hearts, 
Nor let us fin the jaggy ſmarts 
| That abſence frac thee maks! 
Gang check for chou, whare'er we ſtray, 
Nor ſcoul ahint our backs | 


The? plac'd whar ſunſhine never peeps, 
| But Horror a* dominion keeps, 

Inclos d in wacfu' glooms ; 
There if you ſhaw your chearing face, 
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VI. 
What gars the far encounter ſtorms, 
An' Death in 2 his awfu* forms, 
(By Man aye dreaded chief,) 
The torrid heat, or Zembla's freeze ? 
But Hope, thou ſure relief 


VII. 
| That bloody fields diſplay z 
The time will come, he kens fu weel, 
A drive his pains away. 


| _ 
The merchant ſhips an' truſts his a* 
To Fate, nor beeds the ſtorms that blaw, 
| Enpevting aye to hear 
His veſiePs ſafe arriv'd in port, 
Nor failures need he fear. 
N 2 
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IX. 
Maks trig an' ready 4 his ſoil, 
Nor fears the want o rain; 
By thee he fleeps in perfect eaſe, 
An' thinks ilk day in joy, he ſees 
The rich prolific grain. 


X. 
Thus à degrees an” ranks o' men, 
Wad mak an unco cripple fen', 
Gin you were abſent aye 
Wy animating ray. 


"Tis thine to gre the faul a heeze 
The bulk o fools around us, 

In ſweet anticipation woo 

Sublimer pleaſures, ever new, 


| III. 
O happy they, wha build their blifs 
On fic a folid rock as this ! 
Nor need they fear a fa's 
The ſtorms of time may vent their rage, 
Aide frac thee to draw: 


In Virtue's trait, but pleaſant way; 
When Death demands him hence, 
With tranſport he reſigns to thee 
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Come, then, bleſt Pow'r ! and ſhicld me ſſill 
Frac open harm, or latent ill, 

That for my downfs' wait ;. 
Diſplay the glories that's unſeen, 

Till enter'd heaven's gate :. 


Ne 


There thou mayſt bid thy ſons adicu : 


They get whate'er they ſought frac you; 
Their expectations an' their joys, 
In pure ſeraphic ſoun's !- 
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7 I DLENES S. 


I. 


TU. lounging, donart for ! 
You'll n&er be worth a fingle groat ; 
Your ſhabby, raggit, threadbare coat 

Aye point you out, 
Av pling yeneti bo your toy 
Without a doubt. 


I. 
As if he gat use ſleep theſtreen ; 
A bigger doof was never ſeen, 
Nor thou'd there be 
The leaſ attempt his fav'ts to ſcreen 
Frae ilka ee: 


III. | 
To #' thir preſents, than, be kend, 
Ne'er tak the lown to be your friend, 
For tho your fortune you ſhou'd lend 


To keep him living, 
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He winna thank you whan it's ſpent, — 
| Tes but a prieving. 


= - 
You'd think, had mark'd him for their ain; 
His nibours 4, wi? high diſdain, 
Gang by his door, 
An? wiſh, boon 2' things, to refrain 
Frae gaun in o'er. 


| = + 

Ae day I chappit at his door, 

Cd been there twa three times afore,} 
There he was fitting on the floor 


I faw there was nac ither fort; 
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An' now I kend that the report 
I heard was true. 


VII. 
I vonder d poverty an' eaſe 
A thinking creature Cer cou'd pleaſe; 
Sure 4 the comfort either gies 
Is no worth ſeeking 3 
An' our enjoyments aye maun ceaſe 


A body's mind maun be employ's, = 
Nor can wi' thinking &er be cloy'd ; 


Lill thing hacs us at command, 
- An couring watch 
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The beſt deſigns to countermand 


X. 

The fpirits flag, an' loſe their vigour, 

The heart is doſen'd aye W rigour, 

In ſhort, we mak a poor like figure 
Tn fic a tate, 

Wr elbows out, an' viſage meagre, 

O lacklcfs fate F 


Xl. 

The wayward paſſions hover round, 

A lick the Mind w? mortal wound, 

Or raiſe her fame 3 
A faſt wi' ſhame. 


XU. 
Ambition hauds zwa her bead, 


Fen Avarice herſell hes dead, 
(The? ablins wont to tak the lead) 
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When Idleneſs gets up inftcad 


Forbid that fic a dang'rous foe 
Shou d on us Cer entail his woe ! 
We'd rather ilka ſweet forego 
That Plenty gr es, 
Than Idleneſs ſhou'd overthrow | 


a a 
While Health au & her offspring ſpur, 
Why fit dejected an demur, 
Ar mak fic clephant-like ftir, 

| Whan bidden work ? 
Na, un, lers toil wr a* our birr, 


r56 
This ſure will be our fate belyve, 
Tho' ne&er ſac ſtout. 
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XVI. 
We did our beſt to keep aye free 
O hunger-bitten Poverty | 
We did beguile. 
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7 INDUSTRY. 


L 
| AY, ſprightly, active, ſtrapping quean | 
Aye roſy, blooming, neat an' clean! 
In ilka place whare'er you're ſeen, 
The ſweeteſt joy 
Without alloy. 


II. 
Thy ſons their brawny finews ply, 
AA the cares o Want defy: 
Fell Poverty, he flounges by, 
Nor dare look near them 
| His dolefu' face, an' wackme cry, 
Can never fear them. 


ur. 

Whan Nature 20 in ruins lay, 

An Chaos firſt beheld the day, 

Wha was there than that cou'd diſplay 
0 _ 
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Till Induſtry, wi' ſmiling ray, 
Flew to her arms. 


IV. 


In bonny Zderi's calm retreat, 


Whar firſt our Gutcher ſet his feet, 
At pleaſant ſmile, 

His delving labour deign'd to greet, 
An' bleſs'd his toil. 


V. 


To houk the yird, an' keep in tiſt 
The tender plants o' Nature's gift, 


Engag'd his ſmeddom an' his thrift, 
Wi conſtant care; 
While 4 the pow'rs aboon the lift, 
Did, *raptur'd, fire. 


af 
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Far as the filent murm'cing rill : 


Sae big's thy fame 


An' lift its ſteeple to the ſkies ; 
We ſee haill cities wi' ſurpriſe, 
In order neat ; 
0 
| Wi ilk new ſtreet. 


Frae leſs to mair (bleſs'd Induſtry 9 
Aſſumes the reign, 


Thy ſmile to gain. 


| IK 
The mighty rulers O the land, 


Moſt humbly court thy genial hand, 


Whilſt thou, aye ready at command, 
 Obey'ſt their ca, 
Q 2 
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An' driv'ſt aw? the lazy band, 
| That haſte a fa: 


X. 
For times there were, whan Superſtition 
An' doom'd them a? to ſure perdition, 
A hide themſells, in ſtrict contrition, 
A for their fin, 
Secluded an' remote they dwelt, 
An' 4 the pangs o conſcience felt | 
Whan't touch'd by God is, 
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The warld wad ftill in ruins lay, 


Nor heard thy voice. 


Bur ſpringing frac thy bright abode, . 
Rough Pow'r ! beniguly ſent by God 
Haill kingdoms in thy footſteps trode, 


An' rais' d their fame, 


By due ſubmiſſion to thy nod, 
An' modeſt claim. 


| LC... 

| See earth's aye-teeming entrails tore, 
Ar frac her ta'cn the ſhining ore; 
Whar noxious weeds gat up afore, - 
Now life's ſupport, - 


161 
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An' maun in 4 that's ill embark, 
"To kill his time. 


XVI. 
To wander up an' down for views 
O bliſs, to ilka ane that woos 
Thy chearing face ? 
Cx? back her fancy that purſucs 
The necdlefs chace. 


Eping's varied beauties tell 
Thy muckle worth, that likes to dwell 
Withia the ſoun ika bell 
1 That grace her ftceple : 
O aver Us her aaly Rage 
5 


XVII 


Gang roun', ſweet Muſe, an? ſce her braws, 
Az? tell us, gin you ken the cauſe, — 

She's twice as muckle as ſhe was 
Fi A while finſyne ; 
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It's Induſtry her trumpet blaws, 
An' gars her ſhine ! 


XX. 


Her brigs, her kirks, an ſpacious ſquares, | 


Ding a' that mint to mak compares 
Wr what engag'd our auld forebears 
| We 

An' reigns alone. 


XX. 
Wi gentry aye right fain an' glad 
* 
Frae year to year? 
What, but Induſtry ? charming maid l 
Inchanting fair | 


XXI. 
Lang let Auld Ranis favour'd be 
Wy thy enliv'ning company! 
Infpire her children wi? that glee 

That lifts them high 
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Ayont the grip.o' Miſery, 
Or Want's fell cry! 


XXIII. 
Than ſhall thy praiſe the Muſes ſing, 
A, *raptur'd, touch the trembling firing, . 
A bardics to.thy altar bring 
The willing boon, , 
* 
Their laurel crown... 


Amidſt the croud, O let the Muſe 
That thus attempts thy name to uſe, . 
936 — - 

Or yet aboon her, 
Sm 

Or try to ſhun her. 
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ODE « TRUTH. 


| I. 
92 
| What beauty is there aye diſplay'd 
Whar thou enthroned Gt array d, 
Au ſcatters far 
Thy gede beams! chence fe the ſhade 
0 Falſchood's glare. 
II. 
Gin we wad ever wiſh to be 
What no ane round about us ſee, 
For thou'rt the ſame, 
An' will continue fac, tho' we 
Neer kend your name. 
| III. 
We're beard our honeſt fathers ſay, 
An' canna to the fact ſay nay, 
The truth (whare'er it gets fair play) 
Stands langeſt out, 
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An will do, fo we never may 


| IV. 

We ablins may attempt to ſcreen 

Our ill-done deeds frac ithers' cen; 

K ä 
Wi Conſcience” clauts l 


v. 
Whan Error flounges roun' the mind, 
Ar Ignorance the ſenſes blind, 
You come, but no an' entry find 
Till Innocence an' you are join'd 


VI. 
Than what à gladd'ning ſcene enſues! 
New words, new ſentiments, new views !- 
| The captivated ſaul purſues 
The pleaſant road,. 
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Au thou, fair maid, enraptur'd woos, . 
As ſent frac God! 


VII. 
Engages wr bewitching wile, 
Can ner diſſemble or beguile, 
nat aye be leelz 
Nor reputations &'er can fyle, 
| That thou wiſh weel : 


VIII. 
That thus o ercom'ſt the yielding heart, 
22 her pliznt an' alert, 
Es To rin thy way; 
Swift as the roe or bounding hart, 
At friſk or play. 


Continue ftill (nor e er be ſour) 
To bleſs our ilka paſſing hour, 
An' thus our happineſs ſecure 
1 In ilka ſtate 3 
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| Baith air an' late. 


| X. 
Than calm, ſerene, an' free frac care 3 
Wen be, Shan Death may on us ſtate, 

BED Thy charms to a', 
A in thy triumphs ſhall we ſkair, 
For gude an a'. 
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The KIRK of Sr. ROQUE.—A Porn. 


Ax catch the firſt o Phebu? ſmiling rays, . 
There ſtands a rev rend pile, rude, but ſublime, 

A ſad enemento o' the rage & time, : 
Wha's lofty wa's, wi foggy boughs o'ergrown, 
| Hae ſuffer'd fair frac ſurly Winter's frown 
Ar mark the force of Ruine ruthleſs hand. 
| The pompous arch, that ſtill maintains its form, 
But opens to let by the blatt'ring ſtorm, — 
The altar, whar was offer d vows fiacere, 

Nae mair bears witneſs to the fervent pray r; 
Nae mair is us'd to fprinkle crimes away ; 

The pious heart, wi' hands rated up to heaven, 
Nae mair comes here to get its fins forgiven ; 


The mind opprefs'd, gies Ger its rending figh, 
Nor ſaints nor angels hear the penſive cry; 
P Con- 


| © About two miles fourh from Edinburgh. 
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Confeſſion, wi his ſage an' ſolemn brow, 
Ceaſes to force the heart-relaQtant vow : 


| Inſtead & matins frac the dome ſac ficep, 
The ſwallows twitter, an' the wag-tails cheep ; 

While th' antient walks that to this fabric led, 

The nodding corn in ſtately ſtalks verfpread. 


Lies-now an empty an' deſpis'd abode ; 

O form ar? ſplendour nacthing mair remains, 
But a confus d, irreg'lar heap o ſtanes, 
Whar Silence rules, an? airy ſpectres play 
Their unembodied gambols night an day. 
Except to faw or reap the neighb'ring grain. 
An' Echo anſwer to the bleating lamb; 

An' howlets whiles diſturb the midnight air; 

Aſt has the Mouſe gane by this fad retreat 
O antient piety an? praiſe the ſeat, 
Revolv'd, in Rumination's myſtic themes, 
The ſacred worth o' lang-forgotten names ! 


The place that wont to ſound the praiſe o* God, 


Here, 


Here, ablins, ſtood a pious rev'rend ſage, 
Grey in the paths o virtue as O age; 
He ſeeks a pardon fra offended Heaven, 
An' that his fins may ever be forgiven; 
An only bairn he has, left out o ten, 
Untutor'd in the baleful arts o men. 
Him he implores Almighty Grace to keep, 


Baith whan awake, an' whan immers'd in ſleep.— 


Keep till he paſs the num'rous ſtorms o Time, 
This is the leading topic o his pray'r, 
The tender mercies & his God endure, 
Wi confidence on him he rows his z', 


Nor fears the adverſe ſtorms that threat ning blaw. 


Yonder, afore the conſecrated ſhrine, = 
Sic beauty kneels, as ſpeaks the ſaul divine; 
Anither motive brings the beautcous fair, 
To vent her tender paſſion forth in pray'r ; 
See how devout ſhe begs a ſhort reprieve, 
Afore her faithfu' lover tak his leave 1: 

* . 
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Lang was ſhe favour d wi his ardent love, 
An' heard him woo the bleſſed pow'rs above, 
That Chke to ber Strephon wad be kind, 
An' caſe the tort'ring fervour o“ his mind, 

For tho? he'd of his paſſion aft complain, 

A modeſt bluſh was à that he cou'd gain: 
Tho', ah! had he but ſeen his fair anc*s beart, 
How wad he joy'd, an' triumph'd in bis fart | 
Yet fearing aye the warſt, he left his flock, 
An', in deſpair, he flang zwa his crook, 

Left the gay plains, whar Chloe wont to ſtray, 
An' harken to his love-inſpiring lay ! 

What can the nymph, but wiſh his quick return, 
To quench the flames that in her boſom burn ? 
For this the begs, ſolicits, yea implores, 
An' wafts her ſaul to theſe unfriendly ſhores 
Whar Strepbon mourns bis undeſerved fate, 
That doom'd him victim to his Chler's hate! 


Methinks 1 fee, within a hidden nook, 
A melancholy female wr a bokz 
At times the reads, at times ſhe lifts her een, 
Regardleſs tho* by yulgar eyes ſhe's ſeen ; 


Her 


H 
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L 
H 
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A 
60 


* 


Her ſable weeds denote her in ward grief, 

That ſent her thither to implore relief: 

Hear how ſhe mourns the partner o' her bed, 

Lodg'd prematurely *mang the filent dead ! 

Heard you yon ſigh ? —its voluntary burſt 

Raiſe frac the heart—by fell Misfortune nuts dl 

O, how the bliſs o' better days returns, 

An' furious in her recollection burns! 

Frantic at times, ſhe utters forth her woes, 

« Whan Death had robb'd me o my tender joys, 

„Tos blooming girls, an' three braw healthy 
«- boys,. | 

I thought he'd wreak'd on me his utmoſt rage, 

% Nor wad I for a while his wrath engage; 

But ae reſource he ſaw I'd left in ſtore, 

« An was reſolv'd to hae him in his pow'r! 

« Alas ! relentleſs, why not ſtrike thy dart 

« In mine, as weel as in my huſband's heart, 

« Extirpate 2, the family at anes, io 

«- Nor leave me mourning o'er their laſt remains !— 

% But ah | it's impious, ſurely, to arraign 

« Svperior Wiſdow 3 cho' I thus complain, 


33 | I yicld, - 
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. « 1 yield, —1 bend ſubmiſſive to the rod, 

« An? thro Religion, raiſe my heart to God: 
« Here, in this ſolemn, but ſecure retreat, 
« I view my former failings vb regret, 
* Admire that matchleſs over-ruling Guide, 
« That a' my wants hath hitherto ſoyply'd ! 
« Come then, Religion, wr thy chearing ray, 
„ An' chace the horror o my mind away, 

« That hovers o'er my ilka preſent joy, 
An' wad the reliſh they afford, deſtroy ! 


Religion, hail! thou grand, important theme l 
« How cou'd I dwell, enraptur'd, on thy name! 
* How cov'd I paint thy ſweetly - varied charms, 
That ilka terror o the ſaul diſarms ! 

« Thrice happy they wha woo thee, ſacred Por 
Fer, round thy bicfſings fx", a copious ſhow's | 
Mi unſuſpected drop into the tomb ; 

« But thou, ſuperior to the joys of time, 

Art fraught wi? what we truly deem ſublime! 

« Aft will I to this bleſt abode repair, 
«© Ari ty animating comforts ſhare ! 


Org 


— 
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« In peacefu' ſolitude my ſaul ſolace, 

* A triumph in the filence o the place, 

60 That reſt an comfort to the thoughts impart, 
« A ſtems the tide o ſorrow i my heart.” 


Thus might the Muſe, in flowing — fg, 
An riſe on Fancy's elevated wing, 
While buſy Mem'ry ſummons to her aid, 
What true Devotion, undiſguis'd, diſplay'd, 
An' what Hypocriſy aſſum'd to be, 
Aneath the ſpecious garb o Sandiity ; 
How Superſtition claim'd her ilka rite, 
An' Ignorance kept Virtue out © fight : 

Thick was the cloud that brooded o'er the plain, 
Whan Popiſh Tyranny ufurp'd the reign ! 
But now the diſmal horror ſcatters wide, 
An' pure Religion draws the veil afide; 
Nae mair the monk, the friar, or the prieſt, 
In cloiſter'd cells, upo' their vot'rics feaſt, 
An' riot baith in luxury an' eaſe, 

On ſin-forgiving, or indulging fees; 


TY” cnlighten'd age, in which Sn. - 


Contemn fic leaders, an' defpiſe their wrath; 
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— 296 ber-ever arts, 
Ar' Liberty's fair maxims are perus'd, 


An' utter Darkneſs to her light gi'es room. 


Now may fair Srotia's ſons, ſecure an? free, 
Nane dare wi impious, or decifive rod, 
Attempt to rule out oer the kirk o God ;. 

To exerciſe a ſenſe of right an wrang, 

To lord an peaſant does alike belang: 

Nae dire compulſion drags the ſaint to pray'r, . 
Or maks him frac his ſolemn vows forbear; 
Nac weary journey is he doom'd to take, 
Tho the lone deſert, or the thorny brake; . 
| To live abſtemious, or on ſumptuous fare, | 
He may, or may not, thro? the circling year; 
Naething to tie bim down to this or that, 
His heart may wiſh for, or his ſaul may hate: 
O, envied fortune! to be bleſs d to ſkair 


To trace thee thro thy maiſt ambiguous ways, 
An' baſk in a the ſunſhine o thy rays ! 
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Thy ſweets, O Liberty ! an' breathe thine air! 
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d, 
What fathers gi'en (whan hot purſu 
8 .. 
What wad they SE = 
A R 7 * ie 
In rites, their 1 x 
| 3 there an orphan 
g - 
= or death held up to view, — 
n eee familiar grew; y 
es ogy 
Than loſe the hopes of glory in a breath 
a 
Sa . 
bleſſed martyr a 0 
2 ae en e ae be 
For can the w „ repent 
Be ance compared bx; ogg * 1 
22. 
: . 
** * 
in the view o' happineſs an : 
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An? prompt them, in ſeraphic notes, to Ging- 
The fignal honours of their Hear'nly King! 


But fain the Muſe wad ca her fancy home, 
And clip her wings, that in excurſion roam; 
| While the compares the preſent wi? the paſt, 
She'd wiſh wi ardour that the former laſt; 
May never oer this happy land. prevail! 

To what is't owing, that in ſafety here, 

To what, but that enlighten'd day o grace, 
Or lock ber in the dreary dungeon deep, 
Whar ſunſhine a” the year can never peep z. 
Than haul her forth to torture an? to pain,. 
An' ſwell the number of the wartyr train! 

In honeſt wrath, the ſcene-inſpicing lays 3 
Gang back to ages, ſtain'd wi' blood an gore, 
Az? x the fad calamitics o war, 


Cala- 
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Calamities, aneath the cloke o zeal 

For pure religion, an* the public weal ; 

As if Religion's ſaul-redeeming plan, 

Tavght Man to be the enemy © Man! 

Neer were deſign'd to ver the buman race; 
In that religion, that can mend the heart, 
Aroum' ſhe ſpreads her filler-pinion'd wings, 
An' laſting comforts to her vot'ries brings, 
While Toleration, v her ſmiling face, 
Salntes a* mankind wi” a kind embrace, 
Bids ſects an? parties cordially combine 
To form the judgment, a cxalt the min 
That wont to drown the warld in muckle ſkaith. 


O happy days! that after a the ſtorms 
Bring a ſweet calm o undiſturb'd repoſe, 
Frae a' the malice o external foes ; $9: 
Whan * the feuds, by jarring Diſcord rear d, 
Hae ſpent their rage, an wholly diſappear'd. 
There's 


— 
- 
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There's nacthing now to thwart the grand deſign, 
Schem'd in the councils o that love divine, 

Far as the wide creation's circling bound; 
Nacthing, but what internal vice may plan, 
To be the ſcourge o' Miſery to Man z. | 
An' flows frac that depravity an fin 

A ready aye to act its balefut part |— 

But let us live in duty an in peace, 

An animoſity for ever ceaſe; 

The golden rule for ever keep in view, 

« Do as you'd wiſh your friend wou'd do to you.” 


But Phebus now juſt glimmer'd on the clock, 
Au? the Muſe left her favourite Ir. Rogue ; 
Hameward ſhe dander'd wi? the ſetting ſun, 


Ar ponder'd o'er the thoughts ſhe had begun. 
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The Av ruon to bis FLuTE. 


| Man is a mbifician by natire. 


I gar the wind ſoun' what's on paper, n 
1 fin' my ſpirits a cou'd caper = 
Aan cock-bivid hight, 
Like folk wha fkip at catgut ſcraper 
Wir r their might. 
« 


\ 
* 


% 
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III. 


Saft are thy notes, an' do diſplay 
The artiſt's ſkill, wha's firſt eſſay 
Puff d out o thee a roundelay 
© In antique dreſs, 

Sweet 28 The Birks & Invermay, 
Or Gawly . 


| _—_ 
An' Nancy's to the Greenwood gand, 
Ar eke The Braes e Ballendean, 
2 W mony mae, 
The dreary wimtr night has been 
Decoy'd away. 3 


5 v. 

Fity the coof, whi, in his ſavl, 

Nae taſte for Muſic's charms do deal! 

Sure, haggard fiends will me'er der 
2 
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VL. 
Hail Muſic! ever canty Pow'r } 
You brighten ilka diſmal hour 
That wad our pleaſures a“ devour ; 
Whan twin'd o thee,, 
Thy lads grow fretty, an' look ſour, 
For want © glee 2. 


| Reſtore to calm am quiet reſtzy 
Wha kens thy joys: . 
Whar you appear, the maiſt diſtreſt 


' Will aye rejoice. 


1 VII. 


For twice her weight © filler ſheen ; 


A ſpring on her hands aff 4 ſpleen 
| As clean's a leck, 
2 


13. 
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Come than, my Flute, an let's begin 
To lilt She roſe ar? ler me in, 
An' how the auld wife try'd to ſpin, 
But brunt her rock, 
Come down to Jarl. 
* 
Thus let's loup o'er the wacſome days 
That chequer 2' our wanton plays ; 
And tho' Dame Fortunes chearing rays 
| | Shou'd only glimmer, 
Fu ferew you till you're like to craze, 
My canty trimmer! 


— 
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On-the WarLixE PazranaTiONs of 
—_— 


of 
Gin ye can haud a gun, or ſhoot, 
Scour in to Embre while ye're ſtout, 
Ax fit for ought; 
We're gaun to gie the French a clout, 
They lang hae ſougi 


IL. 
The petty lads bae ta'en the ſtrum, 
Becauſe we winna let them come, 
An' kick the poor Mynheerf's —— ; 

Wie worth the trick“ 
We care na? for their glunch or gloom, 

A fiddleftick. 

py 


id; 
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III. 
They think becauſe our trade's tura'd thrang, 
To tak it frac us in a bang; | 
They'll fin themſells 2* P the wrang : 
Gin we be wiſe, 
We's put an end, ere it be lang, 
| To# this noiſe. 


A nec — | 
| They'll need to hae fome better ſhield, 
Or yelp for peace. 


V. 
Some folk that wiſh weel to our land, 
Hae ta*en en the liſting craft in hand ; 
Come ye to them, an dinna ſtand, 
| To tell your tale; 
They gat it frac us in command 
To uſe ye weel. 
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VI. 
Without a moment's loſs, than come, 5 
An' tak the filler aff the drum; 

Aw? dinna think it is a hum, 
| For we're no jeſting 3 
We mean to gar our facs fing dumb, 
Wi' a good baſting. 


VII. 

Yell find it worth your while in future, 

To countera® this ill-far'd ſplutter : 

Gin ye've a wife, come aff without her z 
Leave her at hame, 

To mind the wancs, an kirn the butter 


To taigh their wame. 


* 
Con raAix Oapzxs. 


1 | 
WHARAS, by Royal proclamation, 
We did let wit to a the nation, 

Fo have 2... 
Aut Gght the French, 


6 They 


* 
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They're gaun to quench. 


Wes no ſuy what they did deſigu, 
By fitting out their ſhips o line ; 
But Wilkie Eden ſpak his min”. 
In fic a tone, 
As gart them trow they'd ſomething tine, 
| Ginchey gaed on: 


Fou weel they ken we've no to ſeck 
| Arle, whan we're oblig'd to ſpeak 
| Out our defire; .. 

Ar that whare'er we mak a reek, 


IV. 

Sac thinking't better to gi'c o'er,” 
Than let their callans get a clour 
They've put an end to 4 the ſtour 
| That they had rais'd, 
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An' we're na mair gaun to look ſour, 
Or yet bumbaz'd. 


V. 
Sae lang may GzonDiE's ſapient reign 
Our privileges a. maintain; | 
An' Mars, wi 3“ his butcher train, 
Aye bide aback ; 
An' never let us o' our flain 
Be heard to crack l 
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Or the Exrurston of the Scots Laxncuace. 


I. . 
AE vi, gae wa”, ye antique wight, 
An' ne'er be ſeen by day or night 3. 
Out oer the muntains tak your flight, —. 
Be'rt weſt or north, 
But never mair come in o fight 


Hae ſeen in you a heap o flaws ; 
Ar belk, vr ony feck o braws, 
That wont to prize you,— - 
Iwinna- 
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1 winna ſay I ken the cauſe, 
Dat they deſpiſe you. 
IV. 
Will try to flouriſh vr their pen, 
To paint your beauty 
But a wha reads may eafy ken 
Their aim's but fouty. 


v. 

Na, na; fin' Hobby Simpſon fung, 
Thy Muſe her harp has ſeldom ſtrung 
For ane may as weel on a rung 

Ara wi, 
As finiſh ought as he begun, 
Aw ſang thro” life. 


1 


Now Ferguſſon contends the bays 
In rain, wi' Ramſay's bame-ſpun lays: 

They've gotten baith their ſkair O praiſe, 
Au now they're gane 


„ Lite piper of Kilbarchan: 
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They had their day ;—an' fac hae you, 


An' (tween us twa) they've no been few, 


For fernyear after fernyear grew 


But ſouthran lingo, now, I trow, 


' Maun tak the lead. · 


| We r maun cour to Jounny BuLt, 
For he can haud as weel as pull, 

Do what we Lie; 
Wp sc a tyke? 


IX 
You needna wonder you're addreſi d 
In rhimes fac mony now deteſt ; 
Ir's juſt becauſe you ken them beſt, 
Ar nacthiog ither, 
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For ſair I'm griev'd, I maun confeſs't, 
To drive you thither. 
X. 

I own, whan ane ſtays in a place, 

It's hard they dare na ſhaw their face 

| But now an' then, 
Like ſome far- aff outlandiſh race, 

That few folk ken 


XI. 
For naething can be to your charge 
Sae laid, as may your good name ſplarge ; 
2 or ſerge, 

You grac d the cauſey : 
Frac poortith you may yet emerge, 

Aa? look fou gawſcy ? 


XII. 


Pm ſure, I wiſh it may be ſac, 

An' that you ſtay na lang away; 

For mony a canty, happy day, 

Us twa hae ſeen; 
N 
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Wan minding nag ba ur pla 
Frae morn till Cen; 


Xn. 
An' gin you ever ſhou'd come back, 
An a* your former honours tak ; 
12 I's no be ſlack 
To uſe you brawly, 
For Tm your friend (th# thus I crack), 
Janzs Macaulay. 
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To l., Ayrſhire, 


It's Education maks the genius bright. 
Ransar. 


L 
EEL, Rab, theſtreen I read your buik, 
Frae end to end, an' ne'er forſook 
The canty rhimes, till I cou d brook 

To pore nae mair ; 

| For Sleep, the weary wight, o ertook 

A vex'd me fair. 


n. 
I never like to mak a fraiſe, 1 
Or yet be lovich o my praiſe, 
But I'd maiſt gre my duds o' claes, 

Gin I cou'd ſpare them, 
Cou'd I but warble furth fic lays, 
An' like you ſkair them: 


R 2 In For 
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III. 
For rich an' poor, an kirk an' ſtate, 
By turns partake your love an hate; 
An' mony times you are no blate 
To curſe an' bann, 
An' ſpeak obſcene (ill miſs your pate!) 
That's no the plan, 


IV. 
Ar how to you they've been fac kin, 
By belping you the-day to ſhine 

Mang Scottiſh Worthies, 
Thas you work wp a tale fo* Gae, | 
Wr wecl-wal'd wordies. © 


V. 
But ſtill for a the blaſt that's made, 
I doubt you are ſome fleckit blade, 
That never handled ſhool or ſpade, 
Or yet the pleugh, 
Ualeſs it were to hae it ſaid, — 
| An' that's encugh ; 
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VI. 
For by the ſcraps o' French an Latin, 
| Frae ſchool to ſchool ; 
A nac thanks to your head an wittin', 
Tho? you're nae fool. 


* * 


Pm no for riving aff your brow, 
The laurel folk may think your due ; 
But gin a while you left the pleu” 
| _ To tend the College, 
What need you ſmoor the thing that's true, 


* 


Wi your knowledge ? 


VIII. 
Frae time to time may aft you rouſe, 
An' ſay you're Heaven-taught—your views 
Are clear an' fair, 
An 4 your ain, gi en by The Muſe 
O the Banks Ayr. 
R 3 But 
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IX. 

| But, warſuck, that Ill no gae down 
Wi ilka chiel about this town 

That ftruts in black, an cke a gon; 
Na, na, they canna 
Believe that poets fa? aroun', 


, X. 
In days o yore, folk aft were fleec'd; 
But miracles lang ſyne hae ceas'd, 
Amang the gentry here, at leaſt, 
a Wa neter can think 
A bard, Ares frac heav/n, can feaſt, 


In à thing that's in our poſſeſſion, 

We may diſcern a due progreſſion, 

 Whillk forces frac us this confeſſion, 
Man didna fa 

be free the In without trnſgreon 

| Or yet a flaw. 


Like flakes o manna ! 


You've 


4" TY 


* 
x 
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You're ſurcly notic'd this yourſell, 


Afore we read, we aye maun ſpell ; 
An' till the chucky leave the ſhell 


The grain you tither day did faw 


Ayont the knowe, was ſmoor'd wr ſnaw ; 


An' ſummer ſuns maun gar it blaw, 
Ere it be ready 
For Autumn's ſonſy laſſies braw, 
To mak it teddy. 


XIV. 
Ik thing in Nature has a time, 
Whan ane may ſay, it's in its prime, 
An' diſna in a burry climb 
5 To real perfection, 
But maun gae thro' its ilka clime, 
An' ain direction. 
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XV. 
It's juſt the ſame, for ought I ken, 
To write on kingdoms, brutes, or men : 
Ane's brain's ſac ſtappit, 


massen 
To clear our caput. 


1 
This being than a ſettled caſe, 
Ne'er try to put things out & place ; 
But own your intellects you brace 
Wir ſolid lore, 
As mony a anc, vr honeſt face, 
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her ſ 


. 
MONES1IA— 4 Sone. 
I. 

» Je friendly pow'rs of Love 


To ſound my charmer's name: 


Whoſe beauty all my foul o'ercomes, 


—— nn 027 cms = ans. 
o 


S ON G 8. 


Can ſuch a world of ſweets diſcloſe, 
Or ſuch a fragrance yield : 
Her checks, the ſiſter Graces dip 
In their ambroſial dye, 
While Pleaſure ſmiles on ev'ry lip, 

And Love ia eV ry eye. 


V. 
Ah deign, fair maid | with lil ning ear, 
To caſe a lover's pain; 
Nor if my plaintive ſong you hear, 
Let it be heard in vain : 
Sure, if you knew whar pangs I feel, 
Enraptur'd with your charms, 1 
You would not clothe your heart in ſteel, ug 
Nor thruſt me from your arms ! 


For while I gaze o'er all thy face, | 
In ſweeteſt tranſport drown'd, 
My foul is firuck with ev'ry grace, 
And feels a mortal wound : 

S 
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= 4h 
Thus fick and languiſhing I'll lye, 
Until a look from that bright eye, 
Bid me revive again ! 


Tune—Muſette, in the Amorous Goddeſs. 


| I. 
\HEPHERDS of the lonely vale, 
Liſten to my mournful tale 3 
Vent the figh of penlive woe, 
Let the tear of ſorrow flow: 
Hills and dales, reſound the ſtrain; 
| All your beauties bloom in vain ! 
Vain is all your verdure gay, 
Aided by the fwects.of May | 
Nothing can the lofs.retrieve ʒ 
- All that human pow'r can give,. 
_ Sinks beneath the peerleſs ftore 3 
Charming Phebe is no more ! 


"You 


SONG Ss 
You who ſaw her on the green, 
Mingling in the rural ſcene,. 
Speak the value of the fair, 
Own her equal was not there ; 
Youth and Beauty, in their prime, 
(Victims to corroding Time !) 
In her perſon plac'd their throne, 
Claiming Phebe as their own. · 

Nothing can, &c. 


II. 
Vain the Muſe's art to raiſe 
Notes of well-deſerved praiſe, 
To the fame of her whoſe bliſs 
Ever ſure and laſting is !— 
Which on earth a pattern ſhone 
Clear to all——but Phebe's gone 
Nothing can the loſs, &c. 
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I | 
gy om his orient palace on high, 


With majeſty urges his way ; 
| And, bright, from his chariot, ſheds thro' the ſky, 
The growing profuſion of day ; 

When Nature, refreſh'd with the moiſture of ev'n, 
And, chear'd by his beam, ſweetly finiles ; 
When, decl d in the beauty and fragrance of heav'n, 
She onward the wand'rer begulles: 

| U. 
And ſpread their perfume on each gale ; | 
Where the ſoft gliding ſtream its meanderings bold, 
Thro' the depth of the ſhadowy vale : 
The wakening ſenſes to glad; 
| And fields with the treaſures of Plenty low bend, 
1n Autumn's rich livery dads =» i 
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When flocks' murm' ring accents repeated around, 
And berd bollon lowing dep mingls is fond, 
The natural concert to fill ; 

When, ſhrill, the wing'd tribe, from the grove's 
| leafy height, 
With mulic their boſoms ſoft [well, 8 


And with rapture, the language of love and delight, 
In the ſweer firains of melody tell: 


IV. 
Wich the Friend I efteem, or the Nymph whom I 
love, 
Let me wander theſc pleaſures among ; 
While the moments, cut ſhort by ſweet intercourle, 
. move | 
In pleaſing inchantment along: 
mama the Gnfen of jog, 
With Friendſhip and Love ever bleſt; 
And thus crown'd with enjoyment which never can 
„ 
Let wy heart with Contentment full ret. 
S 3 D A- 
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DAMON aud SYLVIA 


L 
Dome „ mid flow'rets gay, 
Where ſtreams with gentle murmurs flow, 
Tir'd with complaints, young Domes lay, 
And Gigh'd bis penſive ſoul in woe. 


H. 
Vain were, to him, the airs which trill'd, 
From throats ſymphonious, thro' the grove ; 
Vainly the warbling fongſters fd 
The flying breeze with tales of love 


HE. 
For in his breaſt deep dwelt the flame, 
Oſt he repeated the lov'd name, | 

And dwelt with rapture on het praiſe ! 
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; | IV. 

Oft had he tried her heart to move 

To ſympathy, but tried in vain ; 
Vableſt with a return of tove, 

His only lot was to complain. 

. 

Thou ſun (he ſaid), with chearing beam, 

* Rejoiceſt Nature, ſmiling round; 


« Hills, dales, and woods, delighted ſeem, 
« And rocks the voice of joy reſound: 


Sportive and glad the lambkins play, 
In jocund gambols blythe and free; 

« While, chearful, Love's fucce/iful lay 
Is warbled from each fhady tree. 


| VII. 
O happy, happy, now were I, 
« Did I poſſeſs my Sylvis's love; 
Then no wing'd ſongſter of the ſky, 
« Should raife his matins mine above !” 
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Love heard his plaint, for then led on 
Seeking the ſhade, where, all alone, | 
She might ſigh out her hidden flame. 


IX. 
With kind ſurpriſe the lovers met, 
Each in Love's ſoft perſuaſive hour; 
All paſt unkindneſs did forget, 
And yielded to the Congu/ring Pow'r 7 


OW bleft, after Winter's long reign, 
Is Spring's often-wiſh'd-for return 
How jocund cach nymph and each ſwain, 
To viſit the banks of the burn! 
Primrofes enamel the lawn; 
When Phebus begins but to dawn. 


1 I.. 
In pairs upon every ſpray, 
To hail the bleſt time of the year, 
That bids them be chearful and gay : 
Their throats are attuned by Love, 
Love aids them to flutter the wing; 
Their muſic's the boaſt of the grove, 
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III. 

O Cupid! make ready thy dart, | 
To wound that too obdurate heart, 
That lends a deaf ear to my vow : 

Ye ſoft fanning breezes, attend, 
| To waſt to you neighbouring dale, 

The ſighs that enraptur'd aſcend, 
For Lucr, the pride of the vale? 
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1 GROTTO.—4 Soxc. 
Tune Mat that to you ? 


p 4 
A in » careleſs mood I fray, 
By Fortho's limpid ſtream, 
And ſpread a radiant gleam; 
The ruſtic hind, o'crcome with heat, 
Lay ſtretch'd upon the ground, 
And Summer reign'd, in fiery ſtate, 
Oer Nature all around. 


= 
Unknowing where my devious road 
Might terminate at laſt, = 
I chanc'd to enter the abode 
Where Love his moments paſc'd ; 
When, to my wonder and ſurpriſe, 
I view'd my Delia fair, | 
Who wiſh'd, unſecn by vulgar eyes, 
To breath a cooler air. 


= TOs 


| III. 
She ſtarted up—ſhe ſweetly bluſh'd, 
And haſten d to depart, 
While I (each ruder paſſion huſh'd) 
Soft held her to my heart: 
« Why fly this grotto, or the ſwain 
That loves you to excels ? 
„ And make his ſuff rings leſs!” 


IV. 
Bleſt be the Fates, that led my way, 
Meand'ring and remote z 
Where all the Loves and Graces ſtray, 
In this ſequeſter'd ſpot !— 
Ye Pow'rs, aſſiſt me with your aid, 
My charmer's heart to gain | 
Or Strephen of the plain ? 


The TRIUMPH of LOVE. 


I. 
— mighty things, 

I'll ſing of heroes and of kings; 
Begin, my Muſe, raiſe loud the ſong, 
With joy the ſounding notes prolong ;— 
But, lo ! the firings rebellious prove; 
The firings will ſound of nought but Love; 
To love alone attun'd, each ſtrain 
But this their ſwelling chords diſdain. 


II. 

I broke them all, and put on new, 
'Tis this, or nothing, ſure, will do; 
Theſe ſure, ſaid I, will me obey, 
Theſe, ſure, heroic notes will play : 
Straight I began with thund'ring Jove, 
And all th* immortal Pow'rs but Love; 
Of Mars, Minerva, Momus, tried 

| To ang, and Cupid's pow'r defy'd. 


T 


ar $ONG 8s. 
| III. 

Love ſmif'd, and from my* enfecbled lyre, 

Came gentle airs, ſuch as inſpire 

Soft love, and all thoſe joys divine, 

Which round th' enraptur d ſoul entwine.— 

Farewell then, heroes; farewell, kings, 

And mighty numbers, mighty things; 

Love tunes my heart juſt to my firings ; 

Farewell then, heroes; farewell, kings. 


SONG; 


I. 
In ſhepherds, fondly ſport 


And for a moment weep with me : 
I frolicſome was, once, like you, 
But now to joy I bid adieu, 

Since —— leaves me and the town 


_ 
In queſt of rural pleaſures, 
She ſhuns Edina's lofty tow'rs, 
To taſte the varied treaſures 
Of fragrant, ſweet, ambrofial bow'rs ; 
To call its beauties all her own, 
But fure they can't delight ber, þ 
While I am abſent, and in town. 
T 2- 


8 ON G8. 
III. 
O while you carcleſs wander 
Along the ſmiling, flow'ry mead, 
Or viewing each meander, | 
| When ſeated on the banks of Tweed; 
Let rivers, groves, and breezes, 
Tell you how forlorn I'm grown; 
Since left me, and the town ? 


IV. 

Perhaps ſhe may return again ; 
Shall diſſipate each gloomy ſcene : | 
And Winter wear a ſurly frown, 
When I may hail my charming girl, 

As nei er to leave me and the town ! 


WHAT NEED YOU SPIER ?— Sone. 
Tune—The Birk: of Invermay. - 


An' plung'd into the wefllin' ſky, . N 
Whan Roger, gaun to ſteck his flecce 0 


Into the fauld, did Fenny ſpy: 

* Whar are you gaun, fac late at Cen, 
« My buxom, blythe, an' bonny dear?“ 

He cry'd (tho twa three rigs atween), 
She anſwer d back, What need you ſpier? 


„„ "0 
The lad was unco glad to meet 

His joe at fic a private hour; 

Uk ane agreed to tak a ſeat, 


Ar crack their loves baith o'er an' cer: ; 
| Shot furth her fidelin* glances clear; f 
The frain is leel in a be ſays, = 
| But what it was, ye need na ſpier. a 


1 3 
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III. 
They ea of their former a. 

O conſtant love, an plighted truth, 
Ar? 200 an' than he ſeal'd their faichs, 
| Wr kiſſes o the laſſies mouth: 
For 7% was now juſt in her prime, 
Her lad had paſs'd his twentieth year; 
Meſs Fobn nicft day their hands did join, 


SONG Ss 


The Arrls Tarr. — 4 Soxc. 
Tane—Ettrick Banks. 


I. 


"PP F45 Augult, and the fertile plain 
With Ceres richeſt gifts was ſtor'd ; 
When gay Pomone's ſmiling train h 
Appear'd, to deck the feſtal board: : 
Soft breath'd the zephyre' winding courſe, i 
To ſhake the loaded apple tree. 1 
u. | 
Say, does the tint that dyes her check, 
Or that which paints the tempting fruit, 
Excite the tender ſwain to ſpeak, 
And tell which has the deepeſt root ? 


Not all the charms which feaſt the eye, 
Or prompt the heart to merry glee, 
Can fill with that ecſtatic joy, 

As when the ſhakes the apple tree! 
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III. | 

Gay Strephon-runs to bear a part 

Of that fatigue his fair one takes; 
Whole ſecret-palpitating heart, 

With ev'ry nodding apple ſhakes. - 

Tho? Celis bluſh'd her ſwain to ſee 3 
And ne'er will Strephor's heart forget 

The ſhaking of the apple tree. 


8 ON 66 8. 
SONG. 


» FN AINST Love's infinuating charm 
My Flera fain would doubly arm, 
And baniſh Cupid and his doves, 
From ſporting near her woodbine groves ; 
But vain ſhe tries to drive the god 

For ever from her bleſt abode, 

For as I chanc'd to paſs her bow'r, 

I heard her ſing his wond'rous pow'r, 
And as the notes harmonious flow'd, 

| Ah! how my heart ſupremely glow'd! 
For, if I underſtood the theme, 

I heard her thrice repeat my name 

If fo, ye gods! may I not gain 

A fure releaſe from all my pain? 

Then join the lays, ye pow'rs combin'd ! 
For Calis fings, his Flora's kind! 


RE- 
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REVOLUTION SONG. 


L 
(=. all Britain's ſons, whoſe great ſouls are 
ura, + 

Who are here all conven'd, full of joy and of mirth, 

To commemorate the deed whence our club took its 
birth 3 

That glorious event which the trumpet of Fame 

Of WILLIAM, our glorious deliverer from thrall, 
all. 


I. 
In ſhouts and with loud acclamations of jo,, 


While we drink in full glaſs to his memory around, 

And with notes ſounding high make theſe walls to 
head; 25 

While we gratefully to our remembrance recall 

Our deliv'rance from Pop'ry, from flavery, and all 

Their direful attendants, let's hail the bleſt day 


away. 
While we gratefully, r. 


m 
And while in che tranſports of joy we this night 
Let us chearfully join in the healths of all thoſe, = 


Who from love to their country oppoſe all her 


foes; 
| To thoſe loyal fouls who for Liberty's cauſe, 
Have bled while engag'd in defence of our laws, | 
Whoſe names fill ſound grateful in each Britiſh 
car, 
While forward they preſs in their ſteps to appear. 
To thoſe loyal, Ec. 
f And 
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IV. 
And now to conclude, let our hearts all beat high, 


Whilſt the praiſe of great GzorGE we exalt to the 


y, 0 
From froward Rebellion cuts off ev'ry plea ; 
Let us then with our lives and our fortunes defend 


| Our rights againſt all oppoſition to the end, 


And ftand for our country, our laws, and our King, 


With hearts void of fear— while in concord we ſing 


Fame, let thy trumpet ſound, 
Tell all the world around, 
| Great Gzorce is King; 

Tell Rome, and France, and Spain, 

Great GzonGe is King. 


He peace, &c. G. 


| Crorvs. 
Come, ye Britons, ſhout for joy, 
And in mirth your time employ, . 
To quaff the ſweets of Liberty. 
In the well-deſerved praiſe 
Of great WiLL1amn, mighty name 
Bhitain ſhall thy pow'r proclaim. 
Come then, Britons, &c. 


| IL: 
Which Time's with'ring blaſts ſhall ſcorn : 
Nymphs and ſwains, in concert join, 
Chant his praiſe in ſongs divine; 

Te ſwell the choral ſymphony. 
Come then, Zritons, &c, 
U _ 
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III. 
And while with joy around we view, 
| Pleaſure rifing, Ever new; 
Plenty, Peace, and Liberty, 
Waking mirth and lightſome glee, 
Let us join the happy band, 
And fing the glories of our land; 
Our King belov'd, our people free, 
And all the gifts of Liberty. 
Come then, Britons, &c. 
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Onz Bor rs Moxz—4 Soxc, adapted to the 
Meridian of Scotland. 


ASST, u ye lk, whs ar beans dof 
To ſing in the praiſes of fair Scotia's Ile, 
And Friendſhip detains us for one bottle more. 
One bottle more, co. 
Each man at his glaſs feels his heart to rebound ; 
He heeds not the ſtorm that around him may roar, 
His mind is intent upon one bottle more. 
| One bottle more, &c. 
III. 
In Zdinas Good Town, you wou'd hear of a ſet 
Of five Scottiſh lads, who together were met ; 
After bottles a-piece, we had paid off our ſcore, 
And nothing remained but one bottle more. 
One bottle more, &c, 
Ow 
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« 
For Friendſhip had grappled each man by the heart; 
Aad the leaſt touch, you know, makes a Northern 

to roar, | 
| And a ſhake of the hand can bring fix bottles more · 
Six bottles more, c. 


V. | 

But Phebus look'd out at bis windows ſo bright, 
Quite happy to ſce bis bleſs'd children of light; 
Becauſe we had meant to drink twelve bottles 


